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THE SLAVE SHIP. 

A Ship boimds o^er the open sea, 
Conceard by fog and night; 

The waves are foaming over it. 
Dashed by the wild storm's might. 



Two hundred slaves lie prison'd there, 
Between the narrow beams ; 

Half waken'd by the howling storm, 
Half brooding savage dreams. 

B 



They see themselves, like labouring beasts, 

Sold on a foreign shore ; 
They feel the scourge's heavy blows, 

The sunbeams, scorching sore. 



They pray with fervent soul, aloud, 
Amidst the storm and rain : 

" Lord ! release, with sudden death, 
Us from such lasting pain I " 



And over slaves and sailors howls 
The storm with savage might, 

No beacon shines — the lightning's flash 
Alone illumes the night. 



The captain cries: " O Alia— help ! 

Save us from danger, save I " 
The slaves within call wildly out: 

" Lord ! give us the grave." 
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And fierce and fiercer drives the stx)rm, 
The ship bounds madly on 1 

Sudden — it strikes upon a rock ! 
And splits — all hope is gone ! 



And from the wreck: "O woe ! O woe !" 

Howls loudly o'er the sea; 
But from two hundred lips resound: 

" Hail, Lord 1 we now are free 1" 

From VoGL. 



& txtiii eitt ®^iff auf cffner ®e«, 
Uml^uUt t)on 9la(]^t unb ®raud, 

S)ie SBogen (d^citmten b'rtt6er l^in, 
®e))eitfid^t t?on @tunngeBtraud. 



Snjcll&unbert ©claijen Iiegeit Vxin\ 
3n buttH)fig engem (Raum, 

«§al6 aufgenjetft J)om ©turmgel^eul, 
«@alB Brittenb n^uflen Sraum. 



3)le fel^'tt fld^ Won, bcm ^jtugflier gifidj, 

SSerfauft im fremben fianb, 
J)te ful^Ien f^on bcr fPcitf(]^e ©c^tag, 

S)er ®onne ®Iut unb Sranb. 



3u Sturm unb 9Bfttetf(!^in : 
„ O «§crr, Ufxti bUT(3^ fd^neUen Sob 
Und t?on ber langen $etn ! '^ 



Unb tUx @cW unb ®(3^lfet Brfittt 
S)er ®turm utit gtaufer SP^ad^t^ 

Jlein ficic^ttl^urm winft-bet SBU^ aOeln 
S)ur(!^f{ammt bie dbe 9la^t 



S)et ®<^iffer tuft: „D aOa— I^Uf I 
®nett' un« au« bet Sflot^ ! " 

©le ©clatjen a6et wlmmetn b'tln : 
„ D «&<tt, 916 un8 ben Sob 1 " 



Unb gtimm unb gtimmet tei^t bet ®tutm 

®ie fott px Sett unb 9tif 
Sroit eitt^— ba f^mettetfe am ®efliw' — 

SetBotllen ftnit ba« ©(!^lff. 



Uttb :—„ ffle^e 1— SBeljie I"— l^eult e0 tellb 
aSom SBrad l^inaud auf d S^eer, 

„ ®e))rlefen fei bet «6ett ! " 



THE BELLS. 

Two dlBtant bells are sounding 
Adown the quiet vale. 

Their tones are soil resounding 
In eveningy sunlight pale. 



The one tolls from the castle, 
High on the mountain's brow; 

The other from the cloister^ 
Close to the lake below. 



Now in that castle, trembling, 
A maiden pale and fair 

Follows a stately bridegroom. 
Her marriage vows to swear. 



8 

And in the solemn cloister. 
At that same hour, a youth 

All wan and pale is breathing 
His vows, with fainting mouth. 



Then on the soft wind floating. 

The soimd peaJs on again — 
Two woimded hearts are beating 

With sujOfering^s deepest pain ! 

From VoGL. 
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®Iodettfi{mmett* 

3wel feme ©locfen fllngen 
<&lna6 }um jlitlen %f)al, 

SO^it leifen linben S^ningen 
3m le^ten ^6enb{ha:^I, 



Die (Sine ruft in'g OBeite 

SSom ®(3^lo5 bort auf ber »&5]^' 
98om JHojier t5nt bie QvodU, 

S)ad btCiBen tagt am ®ee. 



3m ©c^lojfe folgt mit SBefcen 
Dem SBtfiut'gam gum 5lttar 

@ln 6Iei^e8 Srciuleln e6en, 
Den SK^rtl^enhanij im «6aar. 
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3m Jllofiet I^tmnfd^lmmert 
5)a Wtt)5rt in fcIBer ®tunb' 

ein Sunglittg, Wo^, mtiimmnt, 
Den Sib — mit bhi^tm SKunb. 



Unb fortrijom JJBinb getragen 
aSerwel^t ber JHang im 3:i^al— 

Qmi ujunbe.«§erjen f^Iagen 
9lnx npc3^ in ticfcr OuaU 
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THE LIGHT ON THE STRAND. 

Father, mother, both are sleeping, buried in their 

. silent home« 
And their son has wander'd outwards— o'er the wide 

blue sea he 's gone ; 
Only the young daughter tarries in the cottage on 

the strand, 
And bedews with burning tear-drops still the distaff 

in her hand. 

But one hope upholds her bosom through such sor- 
row and deep woe, 

Now that death had call'd her parents^ fate removed 
her brother too; 

'Tis that she would surely meet them in another 
better sphere. 

And she trusted God would send her before long her 
brother dear. 
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Had he not in that last parting, whilst his eyes were 

dimm'd with pain. 
Promised to her— "Dearest Hilda, trust in me, I'll 

come again?" 
And had she not promised, also, that in every coming 

night, 
She would bum a lamp, most surely, for his sake, 

though out of sight ? 

And that lamp she'd nightly place it in her narrow 

window, so 
That its light far o'er the ocean through the darkness 

it might throw — 
So that he from far might see it, and would know, 

though years passed o'er, 
How his faithful sister, longing, waited for him on 

the shore ! 

And that promise, loving Hilda with her faithlul 

heart still kept; 
In her little window ever placed the lamp before she 

slept, 
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That the silent proof of longuig, that the flickering 

glowing flame, 
Still might cast its flerj column o*er the darkly 

flowing main ! 

Months on months, alas ! had vanished, years on years 

had roll'd away, 
But the lamp stood on the window, just as on the 

first sad day; 
And sweet Hilda sat as ever in lliat lone house on 

the strand, 
Wetting with her burning tear-drops still the distaff 

in her hand. 

All the sailors round about her knew that nightly 

signal well, 
And they knew for whom it flickered in that lonely 

mouldering cell ; 
And when one enquired the reason of that lamp 

which bum'd each night, 
They replied, *• The Sister's Signal," have we named 

the flickering light. 
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Such deep faith had touched full many in that pious 

maiden's breast; 
Many too had wish'd, but vainly, that her love on 

them could rest, 
But her looks avoided always those who spoke with 

passion's fire, 
All her hopes were on the ocean —^Ais return, her 

sole desire ! 

In that hut upon the strand, there sits a woman old 

and worU) 
White her hair, her eye is hollow, haggard and bent 

down her form; 
In that cottage window faintly bums a lamp with 

flickering ray, 
Sending out a fiery column o'er the gloomy sea 

away. 

Say, O can that be the maiden, once with form and 

hair so fine? 
Yes ; this woful sight is Hilda, who was young and 

charming then ; 



15 

Charms and youth have vanish'd — only sister's love 

is burning bright, 
And she kindles for her brother still her nightly 

signal light. 

True, the sailors always tell her, " Hope no more for 
his return; 

Buried in the ocean's bosom, he '11 ne'er see thy sig- 
nal bum." 

But she says, " Not long, believe me, shall I fromLim 
sever'd be, 

'' And you 11 know that I have found him, when the 
lamp no more you see 1" 

And the lamp she places always as upon the first sad 

day; 
But her heart sails on the ocean; far abroad her 

wishes stray; 
Though her hand upon her distaff trembles like that 

flickering shine. 
Still her heart holds fast believing: — soon again he 

will be thine ! 
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Once an evening comes when shiyering mists are 

falling all around, 
And the lights are all extinguished, lone and waste 

are sea and ground; 
And in Hilda's window, also, for the first time fails 

the li^t — 
Can it be that fate has kindlj sent her brother back 

this night? 

All in joyful haste the neighbours throng in numbers 

fast and bold, 
Hilda leans upon the window — but her form is stiff 

and cold; 
Now with sorrow each remembers what she said and 

thought with pain. 
For her lamp is out, and trulj is her brother found 

again 1 

From VoGL. 
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^a^ Sid^t am Strattte. 

SSater, 'Wlnita fti^lofen Beibe, elngefti^artt Im jiillen «&au8/ 
Unb ber Solvit ifi fortgejogen auf bie Blaue See l^lnauS, 
0lur bag Xb^UxUin nod^ weilct in bem «6duS(J^ctt bort 

am ©tranb, 
Unb 6ene^t mit l^etfen S^r&neu il^ren Sioim in ber 

«&anb. 

(Sine »6offn«ng nut Befeelet il^te Srujl Bei fold^em ©ram, 
Da ber 3:ob il^r, ati^, bie QUttn, bag Oef^id ben Sruber 

na^m, 
S)a$ jle iene njieberfanbe jenfeitg in bem Bejfer'n Sanb, 
©a^ il^r biefer wieberfel^rte el^* gu lange griji entf^wanb. 

«6at er boti^ Beim le^ten ©d^eiben nocfi mit tl^rfinen* 

feud^tem SBlid 
^x ioer[i3roc^en : SieBe »&ogne/ trau' auf mi^, i(i) 

fe^r' jurutf, 

c 
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'^at j!e bo^ il^m aud^ i)erf))ro^en, ba^ |le iebe liinff ge 

(^Ine Santpe woJle trenncn, immerbat auf l^n Bebacfit. 



(Sine 2amt)e; bie aQn&ti^tlid^ aud bem Senfler, eng' ttnb 

fleln, 
SBelt l^inauS in'd Sfteet ))erfenben foUe il^ten l^Oen 

S)af )?on fern er'd fdnn' gewal^ten/ au^ nati^ jial^relanget 

Sa^rt, 
®ie ble tteue @^tt?ejier fel^nenb felner no(^ am ©tranbe 

l^atrt. 



Unb voa^ @ogne i^m ^erf))rod^en, Id^It fie au(^ mtt 

treuem ©inn, 
©teUt bie iampt {eben 9l6enb on bo8 Heine ffenfler 

Sa^ bet ©el^nfud^t flided QdS^tn, bafi ber Slamme 

S^adCelgtut 
3^re roti^e ffeuerfdule wetfe in ble bunfle &Iut. 
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9l6cir STOonb' urn SWonbe fcfiwanben, 3a^r' urn Salute 

roOtcn fort, 
Unb nodi immer fianb bie iampt, fo tote einft, am 

Scnfler bort, 
Unb no^ immet fa^ ®(^5n«<&ogne in bent 5ben «&aud 

om ©tranb, 
sRe^enb mit ben l^eif en ^r&nen i^ren StodCen in bet 

«&anb. 



2ltt' ben ©ci^iffern in ber 9lfi^e war Befannt ber ndci^t'ge 

S^ein, 
^Qe wu^ten, mem er wtnfe in bad altembe ©eflein, 
Unb ttjenn @iner fie Befragte; bem nld^t ©d^ein nod^ 

Swetf Befannt, 
©agten fie: „ber ©d^wejier ©el^nen," ujirb bon 

und bad Si(^t (enannt. 



SRanti^en rii^rte voof)! bie Sreue in bed frommen S^db^ 

^end SBrujl, 
ai^and^er wCinf^te wol^t, er wdre folder 2ie6e jld^ 

Benjugt, 
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W>n »&03nen8 ®Utfe mieben Seben, bet Jjon 8 We 

S)enn il^t ®el^nen l^ing am SJ^eere unb bem Srubet gait 



3n bem <@au@(^en bort am ©ttanbe {!(t eln alt Der^ 

fummert SBeiB, 
^i^ol^I bad ^uge, n}ei$ ble ®d^eitel; ](|ager unb ge6eugt ben 

Sei6, 
Unb am gfenfier biefed «&&ud^end flimmert einet iartopt 

@ci^ein, 
Selc^nenb eine Seuetfaule welt in*8 nati^t'ge SKeerl^lnein. 



@agt; bad ifl bo(^ nid^t bad a^dbd^en^ etnfl fo fd^dn am 

SBuiJ^d unb «&aan 
3a; ble^ 3ammer6ilb ifl »&ogne, ble fo Jung unb telgenb 

vcax, 
Stelj unb 3ugenb [ft entf(]^wunben, nur ble ©^wefler' 

lieBe nl(3^t, 
Unb fie junbet 'll^rem SSruber Immer nod^ tl^t <Stf)n» 

fU(^tdll(^t. 
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ffiol^I Me @*lffer fagten : *offe tti(3^t auf frine SBUbet* 

lel^r, 
S)enn in SD^eeredfti^oofi itgcaUn {!e^t bein 2l^t er nim« 

mermelgr. 
Doti^ jie f))rac^: /,3^r inr't, tild^t lange 6ln i(^ mt^x 

loon i^m gettennt, 
Unb i^r werbefd b'tau0 ertcnnen, wenn ble &am))e nlc^t 

mel^r Brennt.'< 



Unb njlc frfil^et flellet immer njleber jle ble Sann^e l^ln, 
Unb ll^r «&etg fd^ljft auf bem SReete, In ber Seme fc^welft 

t^r Sinn, 
Sittert au^ bie «6anb am dtoden, n?le ber Sam))e 

glaietfcJ^eln, 
^alt bod^ fefl il^t ^^erg am ©lauBen : „ SBalb tfi er ia 

wleber beln ! " 



Unb e0 flnlt eln 9t6enb nteber, ne6elf(3^aucrnb jlel^f « 

elnl^er, 
Unb ble &i^ux atT ijerttf^en, 6be tjf'd auf »anb unb 

aWeer, 
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W>n au^ in «6ognend grenfiet fel^It gum erflen SRal 

tet ©d^eitt — 
@olIte tvttfliti^ ifjx ber fBrubrr t^om ®ef(^idF gegeSen 

fein? 

Unb Im freub'gen 9lufru^r elteti l^ln bie 0ia(^6ortt ol^nc 

@el^t; am jjenjier telenet «6ogtte> boc]^ il^r SelB iji 

fionr unb fait, 
©ol^I mlt aBe^mutl^ ba ein 3eber bejfen^ tt?a3 fie frrati^, 

flebenft : 
S)enn bU 8ami)e Ifl erlofc^en unb — ber SSruber ijr 

flefd^enlt 



'al 
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THE KOSACK'S BRIDE. 

The Kosacks have triumph'd ! the city is won — 
The slaughter and pillage have wildlj begun I 

They bum and they plunder — revenge fills each 

breast — 
The flames and the ruins their hatred attest ! 

See, yonder! that Kosack; he storms at the gate; 
But the bolt is well closed, and opposes his hate. 

" And wert thou of stone, and one piece with the 

wall, 
'' Before this strong hand thou shouldst tremble and 

faur 
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The heavy beams shake; he now enters with 

might; 
What bright ray from heaven there streams on his 

sight? 

A maiden he sees, all lovely and mild; 
An angel of beauty — a heavenly child ! 

" spare me ! O save me ! " in anguish she cried; 
" On my knees, I implore thee I " The Kosack 
replied: — 

" Nay, tremble and fear not, I 'U do thee no harm ! 
" An angel like thee shall ne'er fall by my arm ! 

" But in joy thou shalt pass all thy life by my side, 
" If thou 'It come to my far home, and be my sweet 
bride ! " 

He clasp'd her with might to his wild throbbing 

breast — 
She gave no consent, but she pray'd not to rest. 
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To the saddle he raised her, he spurr'd his wild steed, 
And soon through the gate he is flying with speed. 

His gray courser snorted with rage in their flight; 
No hoof e'er struck faster than his did that night. 

They galloped and fled over land, over plain — 
The Don's rolling stream they must now shortly gain ! 

They pass'd o'er the lone steppe, so desert, so wide, 
As level and endless as broad ocean's tide; 

Trees wither'd and stunted, all dreary and white; 
Ice and snow — but no cabin or hut met their sight I 

The maid drew close round her the long flowing veil. 
But her light form was frozen, her visage was pale; 

She felt as if cold snakes were twined round her 

waist; 
Save thy bride, thou wild Kosack — she dies! 

haste, O haste ! 
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He threw his arm round her, that cold form he press'd, 
But all senseless she lay on her wild bridegroom's 
breast! 

In vain flies his horse faster still than before, 

She closes her sofl eyes, and ne'er opes them more. 

He paused in his flight, he gazed on that pale face; 
" My white rose, thou 'rt withered, thou 'st finish'd 
thy race ! 

" I forgot when I found thee in warm southern clime, 
'^ That this land was too cold for a beauty like thine! '* 

He laid on the cold ground that corpse pale and fair, 
And hollow'd a grave with his bleeding nails there. 

His hot burning lips he press'd on that cold brow, 
And deep in the earth he has buried her now; 

And the white snow he heaps in a mound o'er her tomb. 
Then slowly rides onward in sorrow and gloom. 



27 

He rides, and he rides on, fall many a day, 
But her image pursues him still on his lone way ! 

He rides, and he rides on, for many a year. 
But still, in his fancy, that pale form is near ! 

And many a sad tear that rude cheek has wet — 
His dead bride the Kosack can never forget ! 

From VoGL. 
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;Dte ^ofafenlbraut. 

Die Sto\aftn ^abm eroJctt bie ©tabt/ 

Unb werbcn beS SOButftenS, beS SWorbenS nlc3^t fatt. 

®ie ^)Iunbertt unb ixmntn na(f) SelnbeStraud^, 
®(]^on }ungeU bie S^Iamme, e0 qualmt bet Stan^. 

®ie]&' bott bet Jlofafe, njie jMirmt er an'g 3:^or, 
Do^ l^emmt feine SButl^ no^ ber 9liegel ba)7ot. 

,, Unb vo&x*^ bu ^erwa^fen glelc]^ ntlt ber ®anb, 
®o mu^t bu bo(^ u?ei(^en ^or meiner <6anb ! " 

©d^on trftmmern bie Salfeu/ jie^t toBt er l^lneln, 
SBaS jlral^lt ll^m entgegen wie fTOorflenfd^eln ? 
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(Sin Sin&gblein ifl ed, gat Utill^ unb milb, 
(Sin wunbertar telgenbed (Sngeldbilb. 

„ O fi^onc meitt SeBeii/ bu njilber S^anti ! " 
®o fleet's auf ben JtnU'n ben Jtofafen an. 

Doti^ biefer: „ „0li<S^t 6eBe/ bu fd^mucfeg Jlinb/ 
8Blt flnb nl(]^t ben Sftauen fo fd^Iimm geflnnt." 

f, „ 3a ^Jteijen nod^ follfi bu'0 In Steuben laut, 
gfolgjl bu mit jut »§eimat]^ aW melne SBtout." '* 

S)tauf fid^Uef t et |le l^ei^ in bie 2ltme fein, 
Sfli^t 3a fagt bad W&gblein, bod^ aud^ ni^t 9lein. 

®a l^eBt et jle taf^ auf ben ©attel empot 
Unb fptengt mit bet ^3eute ^inaud }um Xf)t>x. 

9Qie btaudt nun fein ®d^immel bal^in im Slug ; 
9li(]^t fcfinettet ein «&uf not^ bic Stbe fd^Iug. 

!£)ad iaget unb tennet lanbaud, lanbein, 
Slit^t fetne me^t f 5nnen Jjom D o n fie fein. 
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SBeld^' enblofe Qitppt, wle fd^aurig unb leen 
®o enblod unb ^a6), xcit bad »eite ^ttt. 

SJerfummerte SBAume unb trauriged SBeifl, 
S)od^ !eine Jta^afe, nut ®(]^nee unb (Sid/ 

SBol^I l^iiat in bie ©d^teiet bad S^agblein {id^ ein. 
S)o^ bringt ed gat froflig il^t but^'d ®e6ein. 

Stalt roit tint fRattn umfc^^Iingt il^t'd ben itiit 
D tette J50t'm tdbtenben gtoii bit bad SBeiS ! 

aSol^I f^Iingt bet Jtofafe urn fte ben 9ltm, 
S)o^ tvitb i^t am ^Bt&utigamdl^etgen ni(^t watm. 

Umfonp iagt fein fllofi et jum toBflen 8auf, 

®le fci^Ue^et il^t Stuge — unb fci^Mgt'd nlmmet auf. 

Da l^filt bet Jlofafe auf feinet Sal^n, — 

„ ffiei^tSdlein, bu atmed, urn bi^ ift'd get^an ! " 

,; 3w taul^ wat flit bld^ bet Jtofafen 8anb, 
0lid^t ba^t id^'d aid i^ bid^ im ©itben fanb. 
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S)tauf l^eit et bie 3:obtc Jjom ^Jferbe ijnah 
Unb gr&6t xf)x mit blutenben SRdgeIn etn (Bxai ; 

(Sr !uf t' auf bie ©tint fie mit l^ei^em SJ^unb, 
Unb Bettet jle fanft in bem tiefen ®runb, 

Sann l^duff er jum «&iigel ben fatten @^nee 
Unb teitet b'tauf weitet mit ptaem Se^. 

(St teitet unb reitet ujo^l man^en 3!ag, — 
S)o(!^ nimmer il^t SBilb il^m entn^eiti^en mag. 

(Sr reitet unb reitet manc^ langed 3a^r, 
Dod^ f^aut er bie Sleid^e no^ Immerbar. 

Wlan^' l^eimli^e ^xM i^m bie SBang' Betl^aut 
Sli^t fann ber Sto\aU sjergeffen bie ®raut. 
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THE TWO MOTHERS. 

A Mother once roamed through the forest so wild, 
Her babe in her arms sleeping soflly and mild ; 
Her husband lay killed on the broad battle-plain — 
Alone through the wide world she wanders with pain. 

Through wood and through forest she mournfully 

roams, 
And hears the cold wind through the trees as it 

moans. 
" My child, thou art frozen ! the cold hurts thee 

sore! 
" And I've nought but these tatters to cover thee 

o'er I " 

She hurries along, fill'd with horror and fear — 
In the forest so desert no mortal is near ! 
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Dark night reigns o'er all, not a light there appears ; 
Her own footsteps alone through the silence she hears. 

Then, sudden resounds a step gentle and light — 
O heavens! what comes through the darkness of night? 
With the terror of death her poor heart now is wrung, 
For a she- wolf it is, seeking food for her young ! 

Her eye wildly glares like a star green and bright — 
With a shudder the mother far off sees its light. 
O hasten, and hide from that monster so wild ! 
Fly quickly, thou mother, and save thy dear child ! 

The mother flies madly along the drear way, 
But the wolf follows quickly to seize on her prey I 
Already she 's scented their flight — God above 
Alone now can save them from death, through his love ! 

The monster approaches, she hurries, she nears — 
The mother with anguish her loud breathing hears ! 
Her child she conceals in the boughs, out of sight. 
Then turns to encounter the wolf in her flight. 

D 
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It seizes and tears her with hunger and rage, 
But the woman, still wilder, her battle does wage ; 
They struggle and struggle with fury and might — 
Two mothers they are who thus savagely fight ! 

The one seeking food for its offspring so wild — 
The other, to save from rude death her loved child ! 
And neither will quit her fierce hold with her breatli ; 
Already they stand in the struggle of death ! 

Next mom, 'neath the boughs in that forest so wild. 
Fast sleeping, a huntsman discovered the child; 
He saw the two strangled ones lie on the ground. 
And a kind father proved to the boy he thus foimd. 

Frvm VoGL. 
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®ie bdtett Scatter* 

m voaxMt ein SScK but^ ^Balb unb ffh^^t, 
3m 2lme fd^Wft ll^t ein «tt&6Ietn fati^t ; 
3l^r sTOann Ilegt eifc^offen ouf Blut'gem Selb, 
®ie wanbett aOein in ble weite @elt. 



©ie wonbett wol^I butd^ ©efhl^))' itttb fflalb, 
// »6uf(^, I5uf(3^; tt)le faun bcr aSinb fo fait ! 
a»ein atmeS JTinblein, biti^ frietfd wp^I fel^r ? 
Unb ^aV nut ble ftattemben 2a^)^?en mel^t I '' 



®o wanbert pe l^ln/ Im tofd^en ®ang, 
3n ber mxUn Det>e/ bo witb'g il^t bang', 
®le 0lad^t nut fi^auert, e« Hinft fein ©d^ein, 
3^r gu^ttltt fc^attt butd^ ben fflolb aUein. 



Do fommt'g butd^ bag Sunfel fo letd^t unb fac^t, 
„D 'gimmel !— wag Wuft burd^ bie 6be 3lati^t?«— 
(Sin ffiatfln i^'«, bie bet winfelben SBtut 
(Sine SBeute fu^t fitr bed <&ungerd Sutl^. 



t&ett funfclt bad 5lu9' i^r, ein gtuner Stern, 
mt ®^aubetn erfiel^t ed bad HBeib ^on fern', 
D je^t nur enteile, ioer'Birg bi^ gefc^n^inb, 
£)u arme SP^utter mit beinem ^inb* 



Sort fliegt njol^I bad 3Bei6 auf njlijier 93a^n, 
!£)o(^ il^r nati^ eilt bie SBdIftn, mit gier'gem QaS)n, 
©rwittert fd^on ^at bie ber gflii^t'gen ®pnx, 
0lun rettet bi^ ®ott im «6immel nur ! 



Unb na^e fd^on ifl il^r bad Ungetl^itm, 
®d^on i^bxt f!e ed f^nauBen mit «&ungerdgrimm, 
2)a Birgt jle bad Jlinb in ber 3weige ^nt^ 
Unb wlrft fld^ entgegen bed JRautt^ierd SButl^. 
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ffiol^I fraOt ed fld& wfitl^lg an listen Mi 

Dod^ ttjfitl^'ger no(3^ tlngt tnlt ber ®5Ifln ba8 SBelb, 

©ie rlngen unb ringen njol^I ol^ne {Raji/ 

Qvoti SKutter flnb'S ia, ble ^(i) erfaft. 



©ie (Sine; bie tlngt pit ber S^ren JRotl^, 
Die 5lnb'te, ju tetten ll^r Jtlnb Jjom 3!ob, 
Unb Jlelne witt laffen bU ?lnb're im Jtampf- 
0lo(]^ l^alten ftti^ Seibe— Im S:obe8frattH)f. 



9tm 3Rorgen voo1)l fanb, unter Sw^tfl^w Kn^/ 
(Sin Sager no^ fd^Iummernb bad {arte Jlinb, 
Qx fal^ bie ern^urgten Qwtl bort am dlain, 
Unb tl^&t fiir bad Jtn&dein ein aSater fe^n. 
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THE PENITENT NUN. 

The Nuns, a holy band and true. 
To chapel wander'd, two by two. 

Their hands were cross'd, their looks down bent, 
Their minds on God and heaven intent ! 

The cloister's noble lord and good 
To join the chase his way pursued; 

And at the gate, with pious look, 

He watch'd them as their way they took. 

The holy troop pass'd slowly by. 
Not one dared raise her look on high ; 

But gently each inclined her head, 
As in the convent's rules 't is said. 
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Except the last — to her, alone. 
It seem'd as if the sun first shone. 

She gazed upon that form so high 
With hasty glance and rapid eye; 

She gazed, and gazed, and trembled then — 
Alas ! why did she look again ? 

The pious band pass'd farther on ; 
That fatal glance was seen by none. 

But soon remorse, which steals all rest, 
Had seized that nun's poor timorous breast; 

With slow and faltering steps she seeks 
The abbess grave, and thus she speaks. 

" Say, how can one, if led astray, 
" Cast e'en the germ of vice away ? " 

The abbess thus, — " If thou shouldst find 
" One member which corrupts thy mind. 
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" Thou 'dst better cast it far away, 
" Than wait till all become its prey ! " 

With eyes bent low the nun withdrew. 
And sought her lonely cell anew ; 

And sat and thought, with bended head, 
On all that abbess grave had said. 

And when the vesper bell had rung. 
Which caird to prayers both old and young, 

She also left her quiet cell ; 

But, O that sight, what tongue can tell ! 

For bleeding, eyeless, pale and wan, 
There like a spectre stood that nun. 

" O God ! what fiend of rage and ill 

" Has dared thy harmless blood to spiU ? 

** What hand has robb*d thee of thy sight, 
" And left thee thus in endless night?" 
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The bleeding nun then, faint and weak, 
Spoke, '^ Here, alone, the offender seek ! 

" My eye to earthly things was raised, 

'' That fault I 've punishM, heaven be prabed. 

" The scriptures say, * If thou shalt find 
" * One member which corrupts the mind, 

" * Thou 'dst better cast it far away, 
" * Than wait till all become its prey ! ' " 

Then speechless, trembling, every one. 
The nuns, wUh holy awe, kneel down. 

And slow, whilst tears bedew her cheeks, 
The abbess to the nun thus speaks : — 

" Thou here must rule as abbess now, 
" For none of us is pure as thou ! " 

From VoGL, 
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S)te h&^cnbe 9lontte. 

3)er SRonnen gottgewei^te ©ti^aar 
3ut iKtrc^e voaxMt, $aat um $aar, 

©ie »&anb gefreujt, ben SSIid gcfcnft, 
Den ©inn auf Sleu' unb Su^' gelenft, 

S)e3 Jllofietg ©(^irml^en, f)o^ unb flolj, 
3ur gSurf^ juji gie^t in'& "ianpenl^olj. 

©er jiel^t am %f)ox gar fromm ertaut, 
SBle er ben 3ug ber S^wejlern fc^aut. 

S)od^ aU bie Sd^aar sjoriiberjiel^t, 
Sfll^t @ine ]6eBt bog 51ugenlieb. 

Sanft nelgt {ebwebe nur bag ^aupt, 
So njie'0 bie 3legel if)x eriaufit. 
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©er Se^ter'n (Sine nut oKeln — 
J)er if^^, ate Wenb' fie ©onnenf^eln/ 

!Die ilidi ben f^tnlid^ poljen SRann 
fTOit flud^tig tafil^em %tge an. 

®ie 6Ii(tt, tinb 6It(tt unb 6eBt barob ; 
9Be^', baf i^r Sluge fie erl^o6. 

Unb ttTeitet gel^t bie firomme ®(^aar; 
9li^t (Sine uarb ben Slid gewa^r. 

S)o(^ qudlet Sleu* ol^n' UnterlafI 
!£)ie ^ermfle, fo ber ^fli^t ^erga^. 

Unb ^t>x bie 3l66atiffln tritt 

®ie fjin mit langfam f^wanfem @^ritt. 

,, O \pii(ii, voit man, ^om ®(^ein 6et^5rt, 
S)ie ®iinbe fd^on im Jteim getjldrt 9 '' 



Unb bie ?teBtiffln : „ „ ®o an bit 
(lin ©Ileb erfCitlt »on bofer ©let/' 
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„ „ ®o wirf 8 fiinweg al6 fc^limme 8aft 
SBeijor bld^ ganj bie ©Cinb' erfagt." " 

Unb in bte 3eQe ge^t jututf 
5)le 3lonne mlt gefenftcm SSIitf, 

Unb ben! t unb {innt batitiet na(!^ 
38a8 ju i^r bie ^e6tlf|ln fprac^. 

S)o^ aid bad «&ora«®Id(IIein f^aOt, 
Unb Sit unb 3ung jur Airca^e ti^allt^ 

3;titt aud^ fie jut 3eIIe l^aud; 
!Dod^ Setter f&IIt bad gauge «&aud. 

S)enn Blutig/ augenlod/ etSIei^t, 
S)ie 9lonne einer Sobten gleiti^t. 

„Um ®ott 1 ffier l^at in fresjier SKut^ 
Die «&anb iefledt mit beinem Slut." 

„ Set n^ar'd, ber aud bem frommen •gaupt 
3)ie Slugen graufam bit getauBt ? " 
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©ie Mut'ge SRonne a6cr fprid^t : 
„ ®u(]^t au^et tnit ben 3!^dter ni^t.'^ 

„ SBeil fld^'8 nad^ 3rblfd&em erl^oB/ . 
©0 flraftc i(i) mcln Slug' batob." 

„ gfl^tt bod^ ble ©d^rlft : So bu an Mr 
(Sin ©Ileb gcwal^rfl t>t>U funb'get ®ier/' 

„ So ttJtrf l^inwcg aW Bftfe Sajt, 
SeJjor bi(]^ gan/i bie @unb' etfagt." 

Unb {lumnt/ etf^itttert/ ujie nt>^ nie 
Die ©ti^wejiern finfen auf ll^ic' J^nle. 

^0^, t^r&nennafi il^r ^nge{i(^t/ 
3ur 0lonne bie Stettifpn f:j)rid^t: 

„ aBoU'jl fottan feI6ji 9le6tifrin fein 
3)a J^eine, bie wie bu fo rein." 
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THE GOLDSMITH'S DAUGHTER. 

A Goldsmith at his counter stood, 
With pearl and precious stone; 

" My brightest gem, my dearest good, 
" T is thou, my sweet Helena, 
" My lovely child, alone 1 ** 

A gay knight enter'd at the door, 

" Good morrow, lovely maid ! 
" Good morrow, goldsmith ! from thy store 
'< Make me a costly garland, 
" For her that I shall wed." 

And as the wreath was finished quite. 

And sparkled rich and gay, 
Helena took the garland bright. 
While standing lone and sadly. 
And tried it on in play. 
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" O happy, and thrice happy she 

" "Who'll wear this crown of gold I 

" O would the knight but give to me 
" The simplest wreath of roses, 
" My joy could ne'er be told ! " 

Not long — the gay knight came once more. 
And saw the wreath, and sigh'd ; 

** O goldsmith, with thy deepest lore 

" A ring of diamonds make me 

" For her whom I adore." 

And as the ring was ready quite, 
And rich with brilliants shone 

Helen, in saddest musing plight, 
Half on her finger drew it, 
As she was quite alone. 

" O happy, happy is the maid, 

" Who '11 wear this precious ring ! 

" O would the knight for whom 't is made 
" One lock of hair but give me, 
" How joyous would I sing ! " 
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And as the knight once more came there, 
The ring he closely view'd ; 

" Thou hast, O goldsmith, I declare, 
'^ Made all the gifls most finely, 
" For her whom I have woo'd I 

" To prove that they '11 becoming be, 

" Step forward, maiden, now; 
" A trial first I '11 make on thee, 
" Of my love's nuptial presents, 
" For she is fair as thou." 

It was a Sabbath morn, and so 
The lovely maid was dress'd 

With greatest pains and care, to go 
To church, with pious musing. 
In all her wardrobe's best. 

With modest shame she blushes red. 
And stands before the knight; 

The crown he places on her head, 
The ring upon her finger. 

Then clasps her fair hand tight. 
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" O Helen, Helen mine!" he cried; 

" The jest is at an end ! 
" Thou art the loveliest, dearest bride 
*^ For whom the precious garland, 

" The ring, I did intend I 

" With gold, and pearls, and gems, hast thou 

" Together grown; and see, 
'' That should have been a sign, that now 
'' The highest state and honour 

'' Thou It come and share with me!" 

From Uhland. 
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Sin ©olbfc^mieb in ber Sube flanb 

Sei^etrunbffibelflein: 
„^a^ fiefte Jfletnob bad it^ fanb, 
©ag Biji bot^ bu, «&clene, 

STOein tl^eutcS 3:6^terleln ! " 

@in fd^mudCer Slitter trat fjmin: 
„ SBilK ommen, SKagblein traut ! 

aBillfommen/ lieBer ©olbft^mieb mein ! 
Wla^ mir cin !6|ilid^ J^rdngd^en 
SJiit meine fu^e Sraut." 

Unb al8 bag Jlranglcin irar Bereit 
Unb f^jielf in reid^cm ©lang, 

©a l^angt' ^tW in ^raurigfeit, 
3Bol^l al8 fie war alleine, 
Sin il^ren 2lrm ben ^anj. 



51 

„ WS^ 1 wunbetfelig Iji bU Sraut, 
iDk'g RxMtin ttagen foH. 

21^ ! fd^enf te mix bet Witter trout 
®n iRrdngletn nut »ott {Rofen^ 
SBie TOdr' id^ freubenj)on." 

fSVid^i Tang, bet 8litter trat l^ereln, 
3)a8 Jhdn jlein njol^l 6ef(3^au't : 

,,D faffe, liefcet ©olbfd^mleb meim 

eitt aiingWtt mit Semanten 

gftt melne ffife SBraut." 

Unb al0 bad {Rlnglein war Berelt 
SKit t^eurem ©emantfletn, 

S)a fteft* *elen' in 3:raurigfelt, 
ffio^I ala j!e njar alleine/ 
(S0 ]^aI6 .an'd Slngerleln. 

,; 9l(^ I njunberfelfg ifi ble Sraut, 
Dle'8 afllngleitt tragen foil. 

9J^ ! fd^enf te mix ber fllitter traut 
9iur feineS 'gaarS eln Sdtfleltt, 
aBiewdrM^freubenboII!" 



52 

9ll^t lattg; ber Slitter ttat l^min, 
S)ad Stingbin xotiffl Befd^au't : 

„^n ^a% lieBtr ©olbf^mieb mein I 
®ar fein gema^t tie ®abm 
Wax meine f&f e Sraut ! '' 

,,^(0) bag l^ wiffe, icie i^r'8 jiey/ 

S:ritt; fc^ane fTOaib, l^erju ! 
S)af l^ an bit jur $roi6e fe)^* 
!£>en Stautfd^mud meiner Siebftett/ 
©ie ifl fo fcl^5tt, wie bu," 

(E0 toQX an einem ©onntag fri^)^, 
S)rum l^atf bie f^5ne !I^aib 

«6eut angetl^an mit fonbter Wln^, 
Qvx StxxCtjt l^ingugel^en; 
3$r allertejleS Jlleib. 

S$on l^olbet ©d^atn erglitl^enb ganj, 
®ie J)or bem Slitter jlanb. 

(St fe^f il^r auf ben golbnen Jttang, 

(Er jledt' il^r an bad dlinglein; 

Dann fa^t' er i^te »§anb. 
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Der ©d^erj eln Snbe tiimmt, 
Du 6lfl ble allerf^^dnjie Sraut, 
gfir ble tti^'6 golbne Jtrdnglein, 
^r ble ben Wing 6e|ilmmt." 

„ SBel ©olb unb ^nV unb (gbeljleln 
Slji bu etwad^fen filer^ 

Da8 foirte blr eln Seld^en fe^n, 
Daf bu gu l^ol^en (Sf)xm 
(Stnge^en njlrji mlt mlr*" 
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THE SENTINEL, 

See that poor soldier, who ne'er speaks 
Nor laughs nor weeps, I'm told ; 

His heart would seem of iron formed. 
His face of marble cold. 



His sword and gun he always keeps 

Like any mirror bright ; 
His leathern strap still polish'd black, 

And shining in the light. 



His grey moustache is always stiff. 
To match it there is none; 

His eye, alone, is glazed and dead. 
His cheek is pale and wan. 



55 

Ten years have scarcely yet gone by, 

His cheek was then still red ; 
His eye was strong, and clear, and bright, 

That 's now. so glazed and dead* 



As sentinel in duty bound 

He once stood at his post. 
And gazed with sorrow down the vale. 

In night and darkness lost. 



For then lihe plague was raging wild. 
That spares not old or young; 

His aged mother lived down there — 
That thought his heart had wrung. 



He knows not if she lives, or if 
Her head is now laid low ; 

For no one dares to mount on high. 
And none descend below. 
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And there in darkest night alone 
He stood on that steep height. 

And still along that silent vale 
He gazed with longing sight. 



But greater longing still has seized 
His aged mother's breast ; 

Alone in that poor cabin, she 
No more in peace can rest; 



She only thinks upon her son. 

No longer can she stay ; 
To find him out — to hear his fate — 

She hastens now away. 



And through the dark and stormy night, 

She wanders forth alone ; 
" O God I but let me hear two words 

" From that dear child's own tongue ! " 
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She climb'd the hill with weary steps. 

The wind was raging high ; 
Her brow was moist with fear and dread. 

Her breast heaved many a sigh. 



Soon had sh^ reached the height, when lo ! 

A rude voice cries, " Who *s there ?** 
Her knees bend low, she trembles all^ 
To speak she does not dare ! 



And once again, " Who *s there ?" but oh, 

She finds no word or soimd ! 
For in that rude harsh sentinel 

Her own loved son she *s found. 



Once more resounds that call — "Who *8 there? ** 

The third time and the last. 
She tries to speak — a loud report 

Is heard, and all is past ! 
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" I have thee I " cries the sentinel, 

And loads his gun again ; 
But, sudden, through his mind there runs 

A thought of grief and pain. 



It seem'd as if that shot had pierced 
Right through his own warm heart; 

And yet he knew, what he had done 
Was duty on his part. 



Just then, through dark and heavy clouds 
Broke out the moon's pale light ; 

" Who was it, then, who climVd up here 
" Alone, this dreary night?" 



He found the corpse, and gazed, and stood 

As sudden tum'd to stone ; 
For there before him bleeding lay 

His mother dear — his own 1 
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Since then tdat soldier ne'er was seen 
To smile or weep, I 'nj told ; 

Since then his heart of iron seems, 
His face of marble cold. 



Since then his cheek is thin and pale, 

And glazed and dead his sight ; 
For still within his mind he sees 

The horrors of that night ! 

From VoGL. 
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DaS Iji bcr arme EorboniP/ 
Set nlemale lad^t nod^ wdnt, 

(58 Welnt fein «erj ^on ©fen fafi/ 
®eitt gtntlli wle ^jetjlrfnt. 



®ein ®&id, felne gllnte Ifl 

3:agt5gnd^ frlegelreln, 
Dae f(^n>arje Sliemgeug jietS fo itanf, 

m UnnV nld^t Blanfer feln. 



■2fud^ ifl feln ©d^nurtart jielf gewid^li, 
*eln gttjelter ifl i^m gleid^, 

©elrt Slug' a«eln tjl jlter unb tobt, 
Unb felne SBang' Ijl Weld^. 
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3e$n 3al^re flnb nid^t ganj )?or(ei/ 
S)a vnax bie SSang' nod^ rot:^, 

fDa »at fein 3(ug' no^ frif^ unb flat, 
S)ad ie|t fp flier unb tobt. 



Slid Sad^e auf bent Soften {ianb 
(St einfl nad^ feinet ^fltd^t/ 

Xtnb fa)^ mit ©d^merg l^inab tn*d S^at 
aBo er erbUdt bad Sid^t. 



Seutt b'tuttten wftrgte grlmm Me $e|i, 
S)ie 91U unb lung nid^t fd^ont, 

3m S^ale, voo bie Sautter ilgm, 
!Die greife Sl^utter, voo^nt. 



9tid§t »u$te e¥; sA leBenb {le, 
£)( fie Bereitd im ®rab/ 

iDenn Sliemqnb butfte la l^erauf, 
Unb 9liemanb burft* l^inaB. 
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@o ftanb ft bort in finfl'ret ffla^^t, 
mtin, auf frff 'get ^bf)\ 

Unb Ulitt nieber in bad XI)ol 
fSoU tiefi^m (Stf)n\n(bt^v^1)'. 



Dod^ grS^'re ©el^nfud^t nod^ ergrlff 

@ein alteS a^i^ttetlein, 
®ie f onnte nimmer einfam mel^r 

3n ii^rem «&&ttd^en fein. 



SDie bad^te nut an i^ren ©ol^n 
Unb taf te fd^neU {id^ auf, 

@ie mu^te ivlffen; n;ie'd il^m ging, 
®ie mu^f gu il^im l^lnauf. 



Unb burd^ bic flnfl're jHirm'fd^e giod^t 
3og fte ba^in gut ©tunbV 

;; ia^ f)bxm mid^ ;n?ei SBorte nut, 
O ^txx, aud feinem Sl^unb ! " 
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©0 Homm fie votifjl ben Serg l^lnan, 

UmtoBt \>i>n SDinbdgeSrau^; 
6« ttoff ber ©d^wei^ i^r ijon ber ®tint\ 

5)er Sltl^em ging ll^r au8. 



Sefet l^otte f!e md^t ble ^5)^', 
S)ariefe8Borfd&: „SBetba?" 

2)a Brad^ ll^t Stnit, ba wu^te f!e 
9«d^t flleid^ wle l^r gef(i&a^. 



Unb noti^mate riefS: ^SCBer ba?"—bp(J) ad^, 

S^r fel^rte ©tlmm unb ©ort, 
'^at jle ertannt au^ gtei^ ben ©ol^n 

3m SoTboniflen bort. 



Unb wieber bonnert'a an ll&r D^x : 
„ SBer ba ? " jum brittenmal, 

2)a woBte tufen jle— bod^ f*on 
aJerfcJ^lang ben iRuf ein JtnaH. 
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,f^^ i)ai [^ V Brummt bet Sorbontfl 
Unb im [eltt Sioix aufg Sfleu', 

S)od^ voax um'd ^et} mit einmal il^m 
@ar fonberbar babei. 



3^m voax, aU vo&x' bet @d^u$ il^m \Abft 

©efal^ren burc^ bie ^xu% 
Unb xoax er {l^ boti^ iveiter nit^td 

Slid feiner $fli^t Beivufit. 



!Da trat aud bitter SBolfenna(]^t 
S)n: (lei^e 9^onb f)n^ox, 

„ 9Ber mar'd bot^, bet fo tvXjtt gewagt 
3u fllmmen l^iet eiiH)ot ? " 



Unb n?le er l^in jut Settle ttat, 
3)a flanb er flarr n^ie ©tein, 

S)enn i9or i^m lag, bur^bol^rt ble Srufl, 
®ein eid'ned S^fttterletn. 
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©eltbem l^at nle ber Eorbonlfl 
©elati^t mt^x unb gewelnt, 

©eltbcrn fti^eint ©ifen fojl feln »§etj 
Unb feln ©efl^t sjetjlelnt^ 



©cltbem i^ felne ©angc Blelci^; 

©ein Slug' fo jiier unb w% 
2)cnn immet fd^wett »ot: felnem SBIld 

S)ad n&^ttg (lut'ae Silb, 



66 



THE ANCIENT KING. 

An aged king is wandering before his castle bold. 
And sorrow, his companion, is with him as of old. 

m 

His hair, once £ne and golden, is now as white as 

snow; 
His look, once bold and fiery, is weak and troubled 

now. 

His cheek, once fresh and blooming, is wrinkled now 

and pale — 
The kingly heart within him, alone is strong and hale 

He walks along, deep musing, and feels the breath of 

spring — 
Just then a rosy maiden stands there before the king. 
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Far brighter are her tresses than his crown with 

golden bands. 
Her blue eyes are far bluer than the stone which in 

it stands ; 

Her lips are far more rosy than his kingly mantle 

deep. 
Her neck and brow far whiter than the ermine of his 

cape. 

The old king long stood gazing upon that youthful 

maid» 
And what his heart was feeling too well his glances 

saidl 

And long the king gazed on her, and then he took 

his crown — 
He placed it on that fair head, and silent wander'd 

on. 

Fi'im VoGL. 
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2Der alte ftdttf^t 

(58 gel^t etn alter Adnig lufhvanbelnb ^ox felnem ®^Io^ 
Unb tnit il^m qel^t ber JTummer^ ber ifl fein alte? ®enof . 

®ein '^aax, einfl fd^^n unb golben, ifl nun fo mi^ voit 

@ein Slid; einfl ffH)n unb feurig, ein neBelttiliei: ®ee. 

!£)ie SBang'/ einfl frifd^ unb glitl^enb, ifl nun gefutc^t 

unb Bleicl^, 
Da0 Stbni^Sf)tti im Sufen aHein nut (lieB f!^ glei^. 

®o gel^t er l^tn unb flnnet, )7om grtitldlingdl^au^ unitt}e]^t, 
(aid eine STOagb ^ot*m Jl5nig, l^olb n^ie ein Stddlein flel^t. 

SSiel gelber flnb il^re Soden, aid bie Jtron' mit gi^Ib'nem 

®Iofl, 
flSiel 6Iauet fmb i^te Slugen, aW bet ©tein, ber b'rein 

gefapt. 
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aSiel Tdtl^er j!nb i^te ibpJptn, aid M Adnigd aSurput i|l; 
aSiel weifet StufI unb ®time, aid ber $el}i ber i^n 
umflieft. 

Sang' f(i^aut bet alte <ft5nlg njo^^I auf bie iunge S^agb; 
Um toad f^in <@(t{ er6e(f t, ju lool^I fein Slid nur fagt. 

Sang' fi^aut auf fie ber Jtdnig unb nimmt barauf bie 

StxotC 
®e^t fie auf 9 «6au)>t ber ®(i^5nen unb wanfet ftumm 

ba)9on. 
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THE PILGEIMAGE TO KEVLAAR. 

I. 

The Mother stood at the window, 

In bed lay the ailing son; 
" Wilt thou not arise, my William, 

" To gaze at the procession ? " 



'' I feel so ill, O mother, 

'' That I hear and see no more ; 
'^ I think on my poor dead Margaret, 

^ That makes my heart so sore ! ^ 



" Arise ! we will go to Kevlaar — 
'' Take thy book and rosary : 

" The blessM Virgin Mary 

" Will heal thy heart for thee ! " 
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The cburch flags gay are flattering, 
The solemn choir sings on 

T is to Cologne, on the broad Rhine* 
That the pilgrimage moves on. 



The mother follows the pilgrims, 
Her son she leads along; 

They both join in the chorus — 
''Hail, Mary!** is the song. 

H. 
The Mother of God at Kevlaar 

Is dressed in her best array; 
She has much to do, for so many 

Poor suflerers are there to-day. 



Each sickly pilgrim brings there 
To her, as offering meet. 

Limbs that of wax are moulded. 
As waxen hands and feet, . 
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And who a wax hand offers. 

The wound on his hand soon heals ; 
And he who presents a wax foot, 

No pain in his foot more feels. 



To Kevlaar went many on cratches, 
Who now on the tight rope spring ; 

And many whose fingers were powerless, 
Make the tones of the viol now ring. 



The mother then took a wax taper. 
And a heart she moulded ; and said, 

" Bring that to the Virgin Mary, 

" She will cure thee of pain and dread." 



The son took, sighing, the waxen heart. 
To the image he sighing went; 

The tears gush forth from his eyelids — 
The words from his heart are rent. 
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" Thou holy, blessed image, 
" Thou Virgin pure and mild, 

" Thou lofty Queen of heaven, 
'^ Hear my tale of suffering wild I 



" I liyed there with my mother, 

" In the city of Cologne, 
'' The town which has many a hundre 

" Churches and chapels of stone ; 



" And near to us lived Margaret, 
" She is dead now — under ground. 

" Mary, I bring thee a waxen heart, 
" Heal thou my heart's deep woimd ! 



'' Heal thou my broken heart now, 
" And late and early each day, 

" Bless^ be thou, O Mary ! 
I *11 fervently sing and pray." 
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The suffering son and the mother 

Both slept in the chamber — when, lo ! 

There came in the Virgin Mary, 
Gliding so soil and slow. 



She bent o'er the sleeping sufferer. 
And gently her hand she laid 

On his heart, and soflly smiling 
She vanish'd and nothing said ! 



The mother sees all as she^s dreaming, 
And more, far more, has she seen; 

But the dogs axe howling so loudly, 

She awakes from her slumber and dream. 



75 

There lay, stretcli'd out so quiet, 
Her son — and he was dead I 

On his wan cheeks there was playing 
The morning sunbeam red. 



The mother her hands folded gently, 

She felt she knew not how; 
She sang devout and softly, 

" Mary, bless'd be thou ! " 

From Heine. 
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I 
I 



£te SBaDfafttt itad^ ftet>Iaar« 

I. 

5lm Senjler panb ble SKutter, 

3m Sette lag ber ®o^n. 
„ SBinfl bu nl<^t aufile^n, aBil^elm, 

3u f<^au'n bie JPtojefllon."— 



,, „ 3(^ Bin fo franf, o Wtntitt, 
t>a^ id} nidii f)bx' unb fel^' ; 

3d^ benF an bag tobtc ©retd^ett, 
Da tl^ut bag «&erj mte ml} J* "— 



„ ®tey auf/ ttjlr woKcn nad& Jtci)Iaar, 
9limm Su(fi unb (Rofenfranj : 

©le abutter ®ottc8 l^ellt bit 
©eln franfcg «6er§e ganj." 
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(Sd flattent bie Ait(]^enfa]^nen, 

£)ad ifl ju Qdlln am dl^eine, 
Da flel^t bie 5Projcf[lon. 



Die abutter folgt bet SD^enge, 
Den ®o^n, ben ffil^ret fie, 

@ie jlngen Beibe im S^ore: 
®eIo6t fel^'ji bu SKarie ! 

II. 
Die abutter ©otteS gu Stt^laax 

Sragt l^eut' il^r Befteg «Ieib ; 
«§euf l^at jle biel gu fcJ^affen, 

60 fommen Diet* Iranfe 8eut'. 



S)ie franfen Seute Btlngen 
3^r bar, att Dl)ferfrenb', 

2lu8 a5kd^0 fleBilbete ©lieber, 
aSlel npdt^fetne jjfi^' unb •ganb'. 
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Unb ten etne SBad^d^anb opfnt, 
^em l^eilt an ber *6anb bie SBunb'; 

Unb von cinen ®a^8fuf o^jfert^ 
^em voxxt) bet 9u^ gefunb. 



ffla^ Stt^laax ging SP^an^er auf Arfiden, 
2)er ic|o tanjt auf bem ©rir, 

®ax man^tx frielt ieftt bie ^xat^^t, 
£)em bort fein finger irar ]§eil. 



©le SD^uttet wa^m ein SGBac^^Slid^t, 
Unb Bilbete b'taug eln 'gerg, 

,, SBring ba0 ber Shitter ©otteS, 
2)ann l^eltt jle belnen ©ti^merg. 



Set ©o^^n nal^m feuf genb bag ffiac^S^ergi 
®ittg [eufjenb gum «§elltgen6ilb ; 

S)ie ^rdne quint aug bem ^uge, 
Dad SBott aud bem *&ergen quiltt ; 
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!Du teinf ®ottedmagb, 
Su Jt5nigin bed ^^immeld/ 
Dlt fel} meln 8eib seflogt ! " 



,, 3^ wol^ntc mlt meiner SKuttet 
3u QblUn in ber ©tabt, 

®er ©tabt/ bie S)UIe l^unbctt 
Jta^jellen unb Jtir^en ]&ot." 



„ Unb tietcn un8 njol^nte ©retc^en, 
2)oti^bleifitobtieftunb— 

STOatle, bit Bring' id^ ein SBad^g^eq, 
'^eir bu meine «&erjen8n3unb'." 



„ •geir bu mein franfeS »&erje/ 
3^ win au(^ ft3dt unb frft^ 

3n6tCinjiign(3^ Betcn unb flngen : 
©eloBt fe!9il bu, SKorie ! " 
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m. 

2)er ftanfe Sof)n unb ble STOuttcr, 
2)ie fc^Itefen im <ftdmmerlein ; 

^a lam bie Sautter ©otted 
©ang Uife gefd^ritten l^erein. 



®ie Beugte {iti^ nitx ben <)h:an{en, 

Unb legte i^xt ^atCo 
@anj leife auf fein ^^etge^ 

Unb Ud^elte milb unb f^n^anb. 



2)ie SRutter f(]^aut QUIed Im Snaume/ 
Unb l^at not^ mel^r gefd^aut ; 

®ie envad^te and bem ®d^Iummer, 
2)ie «6unbe Betlten fo laut, 
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2)a lag bal^lngejiretfet 

if)x <St>f)n, unb bet war tobt, 
(56 ftjlelt auf ben Bidden SBangen 

®a« licJ^te SO^orgenrotl^. 



2)ie shutter fattet bie ^anbe, 
3l^r war, fie wugte nid^t wle ^ 

Qlnbdd^tig fang fie leife : 
®eIo6t fejj'fl bu, SWarle I 
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THE ROBBER'S LOVE. 

The robber has wander'd deep in the dark wood. 
His eyes red and glaring, and gloomy his mood ; 
The leaves as they rustle along his wild track, 
Seem to cry out in warning, "Turn back, turn thee 
back!" 

But the robber flies onward, no warning he hears, 
His heart bent on plunder, nought earthly he fears ; 
He grasps in his strong hand his poignard so bright — 
Through the dark foliage glitters a garment of white ; 

And, see ! a fair maiden, all fearless and gay, 
Approaches the monster upon that lone way; 
Young, graceful, and blooming, with eyes beaming 

light, 
And a smile on her sweet face — she bursts on his 

sight. 
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She startles and flies from that robber so wild, 
But soon in his rude arms he clasps the fair child. 
" Thou earnest in right time, thou young maiden I " 

he cried; 
" I shall not be so lonely with thee by my side." 

" spare my young life ! let me fly, I implore ! 

" For my blind mother's sake, I beseech thee once 

more I " 
" What 's to me thy old mother ? " with laughter he 

cried; 
" If thou 'It only stay with me, and be my young 

bride ! " 

More warmly he clasp'd her, more closely he pressed, 
She struggled with might to escape from that breast ; 
With rage and wild fury his bosom now glows. 
And, half senseless, the maid on the bare earth he 
throws. 

" And wilt thou not stay here and be my young wife, 
" Thy scorn and thy pride thou shalt pay with thy 
lifel" 
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" O far rather the grave, than thy hated embrace I " 
Her warm blood already has stain'd that lone place. 

The robber gazed on her pale corpse as it lay — 

** And have I then harm'd thee? O answer, I pray 1*' 

Thus he cried, whilst he held in his hand the bright 

steel ; 
Nought but anger and rage can his wild bosom feel. 

He gazed on her form, on the blood he had shed ; 
" And why didst thou brave the wild robber ? " he 

said ; 
*' Why didst thou defy me ? " he mutter'd all wild ; 
" And thou seemedst so gentle, so fair, and so mild ! " 

He hollow'd a grave for the murder'd one there. 
And in silence he buried that maiden so fair ; 
And over her lone grave a high mound he made. 
And cut a small cross which he placed at her head. 

Then onwards he wander'd, nor mark'd he that night, 
How the wind and the storm raged with terror and 
might ; 



85 

He saw but that maid as she breathed her last sigh. 
And mattered, " How couldst thou the robber defy ? " 

He still wandered forwards, no path had he now, 
And the rude knotted branches struck hard on his 

brow; 
The thorns tore him bleeding; he utter'd no cry. 
But stUl murmur'd, "Why didst thou the robber 

defy?" 

Thus night after night, and day after day. 

From himself and his thoughts would he still fly 

away ; 
But he never can fly from, and never control, 
Th§ longing which suddenly seized on his soul. 

The longing for her who now lay with the dead. 
Whose young blood in a moment of rage he 

had shed; 
That longing which ever must fill his wild breast, 
And to which nothing earthly can bring hope or 

rest. 
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He roam'd without weapon througliout the dark wood, 
Till once more beside the maid's lone grave he stood; 
Then sudden that heart which no pity could move. 
Was torn by the pangs of remorse and of love. 

He threw himself down on the grave in despair, 
" O why didst thou brave me, thou maiden so fair? 
*' O thou whom my heart longs to find once again ; 
^^ For whose loss I now suffer such anguish and 
pain!" 

He mourns and he sighs thus, and cries himself blind, 
And heeds not the darkness, the storm, or the wind ; 
He tears up the ground with his hands in despair. 
But no warm loving heart will he ever find there ! 

He mourns and he sorrows, till fearful around 
With his grief and his pain does the forest resound ; 
And the wolf with her young, struck with terror and 

fear, 
Turns away from that lone place, nor dares to come 

near. 
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And weeks had gone by, ere stretched cold on the 

ground. 
All bleeding and lifeless, the robber was found ; 
Yet it seem'd that, expiring, and with his last sigh, 
He had muttered, " Whj didst thou the robber defj ?" 

From VoGL. 
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@8 icanbelt ber 3^du6er im ffialb bal^in, 
Wit gtu^enbem 5luge/ mit finflcrm ©inn ; 
aOle tauf^en bie 33dume fo fc^aurlg brein/ 
5118 tiefen fie njarnenb: ^alt eln I ^alt ein ! 

2)rr 8ldu6er fld^ efien baron nici^t fe^rt, 
0lad^ a3eute alleiu feln «&crj 6ege^rt; 
®o ge^t er/ am Dold^grlff bie nertjlgte »&anb, 
©a Winft bur^ bie 3welge ein wei^eS ®en?anb. 

Unb fle^' ba, eln SDMgbteln auf 5bem $fab, 
3n arglofer Unfd^ulb bem SBfutgen na^t ; 
(Sin niebllc^eS Jllnb^en, gar frlfc^ unb iung, 
®a8 2tntllft fo lad^enb/ bie ©Ileber tjoll S^wung. 

SBol^I (e6t ed juritct ^or bem fremben SD^ann, 
2)ot^ er fact's mlt feurlgen ?lrmen an — 
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„ Sung SKfigbleln, bu nal^tefl jU reciter 3eit, 
2)u l^aft mix gefe^U In ber ©Infamfeit. 

n „ D f^ont meineS SeSenS/' " fo flie^et baS J?inb, 
;;,,£) fd^ont urn ber abutter, bie fran! unb Blinb/' " 
,; ©as fc^ert mic^ bie Ollte/' fo la^te er laut/ 
„ Sift bu nur bie Hiil^enbe 3iau6erbraut.'' 

Xtnb l^eiper baS liefelic^e ^inb er umfcj^lingt, 
2)od^ biefeS mit frdftigeu Qtrmen ringt, 
2)a regt flcl^ ber 3ortt in beg 9??anne3 ®rufl 
2)a f(!^Ieubert %x% nieber faji un6en?u^t. 

,; Unb willfl bu nid^t werben beg aflAuBerg SBeiS, 
So geB* \^ ben S!ob beinem iuugen Sei6 1 " 
„ „ 35iel lieber im ®rab oIS in beinem 2trm ! " " 
©a fartt fc!^on ben Sflafen il^r SSIut fo warm. 

SetauBt Blitft ber SflduBer bie Sei^e an, 
,,Unb f)aV id) ben wirflic!^ ein Seib bir'8 getl^an? " 
®o fir&gt er fid^ feI6er, ben ©tal^I in ber Srauft, 
SJon flammenbem ©roll noc^ bie Srufl bur^6raudt. 
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®o ftarrt n auf fie, auf ba0 SBIut am ®traud^, 
,; SBad tnuf tefl bu tri)|en bem 9idu(er au^ ? 
SBafi mu^tejl bu tro^n?"— fo grollt er njllb — 
„ Unb [(j^ien'ji bocl^ fo fanft unb fo lieB unb mllb." 

SD'tauf fltdBt et im SBatbe eln elnfam ®ra6, 
Segt f^tt?eigenb baS lieBIi^e SlWfigblein l^ina6 
Unb n)5I6t eincn «&ugel baruBer auf/ 
Unb f^nijt no^ eln Jtrcujlein, unb fefet e6 b'rauf. 

2)ann fc^rcitct er wleber bur^ 5BaIb unb Sla(i)t, 
9li^t ntetft er*g, wie wiitl^enb ber Sturm erwad^t ; 
2)ie 2lermjie nur flel^t er im Ie|ten ^aud^, 
Unb gfirnet : „ USag muf tefl bu tro^en audi ! ? " 

©0 [cl^reltet er fiin, njo nic^^t 5Pfab no^ Steig; 

(SS f^Idgt an bie ©tlrn l^m mancl^ fnonig ©e^aeig; 

63 rifeet il^n Wutig mand^ bornigter ©traud^, 

Gr a6er/ er groUt nur : „ $Ba0 tro|tefl bu anij ! ? " 

Unb 3:age nnb snd^te in jleter gluti^t, 
@id^ feI6|i ju entrinnen ber 9ldu(er \n(i^t, 
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2Do($ nimmer entfltel^t n, voU gro$ fein ®rtmm, 
Dem ©cl^nen, ba« i)Id^lld^ ertcacl^t in ll^m. 

S)em ©el^nen naci^ i^r, beren iimgeg SBIut 
3u xa\d) er Jjetgoffen in Qoxnt^vontf), 
Dem ©el^nen, bag ewig In il^m nun qulttt, 
®em ©el^nen, ba8 Sni^tS auf ber Srbc jiitlt. 

So irtt er uml^er ol^ne SBcl^r unb StaS, 
Sl8 irleber er jiel^t an beS aO^dgblelnS ®raB, 
X)a I53t jlc^'3 »om »§erjen mit einemmal — 

• 

2)a fu^It er ber Sfleue, ber Sie6e Dual. 

2)a ttjirft er fld^ l^in gu ®ra6 unb ©traud^, 
Unb f^Iud;jet : ,, 5Ba8 mufteji bu tro^n and} ! 
2)u STOfigblein, na^ bem biefeS •©erg Begel^rt/ 
2)a8 9leue jerfleifd^ct unb ©el^nfut^t ijergel^rt." 

@o f<3&tud^jt er unb njimmert burd^ Slad^t unb SBinb 
Unb rauft \i(t} bie *&aare unb njeinet j!cl^ Blinb, 
Unb njul^It In ber @rt)e im tieffien S^merg, 
©od^ voiiljU er l^erauS jld^ fein Ilefienb -©erj. 
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®o f^Cuc^jt er tinb Yotmmert; ba§ [(^aurig unb iveit 
@cin Sammet burc^fc^^atlet blc ^infamfeit 
Unb fc^cu Don bem ^lai^, voo fie fonji geru^t/ 
X)k ffiolfin ^(^ flu^tet mlt i^rcr S3rut. 

^ad) SBoci^en erji fanben, mit Slut U^tdt 
Sen 3ldu6et fie bort, auf bag Oral) geflretft, 
Dot^ fc^ien eS, olS feufjte fein letter ^a\x6) : 
„ ®a8 muptefl bu trofeen bem 3ldu6er and) ? " 
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THE BOTANIST. 

An old man leaned over his volume of plants. 
And gazed on the flowers so wither'd ; 

IsTow dried up and shrivell'd, like corpses they lie, 
Which once in their bloom he had gathered. 

They lie as he found them from year unto year, 
Preserved in that book although faded ; 

Their colour is pale now, and white is his hair, 
His brow at that thought becomes shaded. 

One plant, as if nourish'd with dewdrops and rain. 
Still brightly and fresh seems to blossom ; 

Yet it is but a little Forget-me-not, 
Once placed by his love in his bosom I 

From VoGL. 
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^et 93otattifer« 

23or bem $flan|{en6u(^e ber 3tltc fa§, 
SScfd^auenb bie 93Iumcn, bie Weic^en, 

2)ie er in ber SBIutl^e gufammenla« 
Unb bie nun ^etttotfnet gu Seid^en. 

3Bie er jle gefunben »on 3ol§r ju Sal^r 
Unb forgfam im 18u(^' aud) Jjencaifcret, 

Die garSe iji fal^I— unb fal^I ifl fein ^aax, 
^it (S^merj er'd an SBeiben gewal^ret. 

(Sin $fldnjd^en nur biinft il^m noc]^ frifd^ unb lic^t, 
9l(g war' eS »om 3!^aue gettdnfet — 

68 ifl ein fd^Iec^teS QSergi^meinnici^t, 
!Dad einfl il^m bie Siebfle gefti^enfet. 
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A VISIT TO THE CHURCHYARD. 

Who 's knocking at the sexton's gate ? 
" Come, open quick, old man I 'tis late — 

" Come, open quick the door for me, 
" A dear one's grave I come to see." 

A stranger spoke, with grisly beard, 
A sun-burnt warrior he appear'd. 

" What was the dear one's name, who 's won 
" A pillow in my gloomy home? " 

" My mother. Hast thou then forgot 

" Old Martha's son ? Dost know me not ? " 

" God help us 1 but how tall and brown I 
" O no, your face I 'd ne'er have known. 
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" But come and see ; here does she lie 
" For whom you ask so tenderly. 

" Here sleeps, beneath the stone and earth, 
" The mother dear who gave you birth ! " 

The warrior long stands silent there, 
His head bent low, as if in prayer. 

He stands bent o'er that grave so dear, 
And wets the stone with many a tear ; 

Then starting — " No, you're wrong," he said; 
" This grave can never hold the dead I 

" How could a mother's love be brought 
" To lie in such a narrow spot ? " 

From VoGL. 
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Seim S!obtengr&6er po^i ed an, 

f, Wladi auf I ma^ auf, bu greifer SKann ! '^ 

,/ %f)vC auf bie Sl^ur' unb nimm ben ®ta6, 
SRuft jelgen mix tin tl^eureS ®ta6." 

©tt Stember \px\Ci)t% mit jhu^j^'gcm ®att/ 
SSertrannt unb rau^, no^ Jlriegcratt 

„ „ SBle l^ei^t ber 3!^eurc ber eud& flarB, 
Unb fld^ eln jpfu^I 6ei mlr erwart ? " " 

„ Die aWutter Iji e«, f ennt il^r nid^t 
S)er SWartl^e ©ol^n mel^r am ©efid^t?" 

// ff '&ttf ®ott, tt?le gro§, njle Braun getrannt, 
^atV nun unb nimmer eud^ etf annt." " 

H 
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„ ,,3)od^ fommt unb W, ^a ifi bet Oxi, 
0lad^ bem gefragt mid^ euet aSott." " 

„ ,, ^Icr wol^nt, J^erl^uUt ijon ©rb' unb ©tein, 
0tutt eucr tobteS SKuttcrlcin." " 

Sa lic^t bcr Jtrleger long' unb fd^weigt, 
3)a8 'gau^Jt l^inat jur SBrup gcneigt. 

(£r liel^t; unb jiartt jum tl(|euren ®ra6 
s^it t^ranenffud^tcm ffiUd l^lnaB. 

®ann f<3^uttelt et fein *ou!|)t unb fpti^t : 
„ 3l^t int/ ^iet wol^nt bie Sobte ni^t.'' 

„ SBie f^Io^' eitt aiaum, fo eng' unb flein, 
S)le Siete elnet abutter eln ? " 
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THE DESERTER. 

** Now speak ! ** the captain loud commands ; 

" Where did you lately roam ? 
" No lies will help — what drove you thus 

" Deserter to become?" 



" O God ! it never was my thought 

" To act unfaithfully 1 
" But could I let my mother dear, 

** At home, of hunger die? 



" One acre only is her own, 
" Which still I used to plough ; 

" But since I 'm gone, there's no one near 
'' To lend a kind hand now ! 



100 

'• To have a fortnight's leave, in vain 
" I begg'd and earnest pray'd; 

" At length despair and anguish deep 
" Drove me to lend her aid ! 



'* That's finished — and so I return 
" Back to my duty now." 

Thus the recruit; the captain then 
Beplies with frowning brow: — 



" The soldier cannot as he will 
" His own desires pursue; 

" His duty is obedience blind 
" To those to whom 'tis due. 



" You freely chose, for well you knew 

" The penalty and crime ; 
" With fifty stripes your great offence 

" I 'U punish for this time 1" 
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Beneath the weight of cruel blows. 
His body writhes and bends ; 

But not one cry of suffering, he 
Through all his misery sends. 



One bitter tear alone rolls down 
From his true eye so clear; 

But 'tis not for his pain it falls, 
'Tis for his mother dear ! 



And henceforth serves he true and brave. 

As duty bids him do; 
Not one in the whole regiment 

Is braver or more true. 



The leaves again all withered fall, 
The earth is deck'd with snow; 

And spring time comes again, and brings 
To him the bitterest woe. 
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And neither peace nor rest he knows. 
His heart is torn with fear; 

Before he thinks, he finds himself 
Beside his mother dear ! 



With sturdy hand he ploughs her field, 
And happy when 'tis done, 

Back to his regiment again 
He hastens to return. 



But fearful welcome meets him there; 

The captain, wild with rage — 
" Ho, wretch 1 thy blood is quite too hot ! 

" We 'U cool it, ril engage 1" 



The drum beats loud, and harshly falls 
The rod — Oh grief and woe ! 

Oh mother ! couldst thou now but see 
Thy wretched son thus low ! 
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Now, moaning deeply, had he borne 
This torture eight times o'er, 

When pale and cold he sinks to earth- 
No strength is lefl him more. 



And in the hospital he wakes 

To fever's pangs anew; 
But the poor wretch, though weak and sore, 

From this recovers too 1 



Now in the sentry-box once more 
He stands, and goes his round ; 

And hour by hour his duty stern 
Fulfils, as he is bound. 



But, heavens ! as spring awakes again. 

He can no longer stay ; 
But to his mother still he turns, 

And takes his well known way. 
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And busily be plougbs tbe field, 

As be before bad done ; 
And loosens well tbe sod, wbile down 

His cbeek tbe warm drops run ! 



But sudden, clasbing arms are beard 
Around bim, rude and cold ; 

From bis loved duty is be torn. 
By iron power so bold I 



He lies in prison, weeping for 

His motber dear alone ; 
Not tbinking tbat to deatb be '11 be 

Condemn'd, for wbat be 's done. 



For deatb tbe law demands — and none 
Can save bim from bis doom ! 

Tbree days, and tben bis dreary life 
Will close — alas ! bow soon. 
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And oh! tlie third day comes; and then 
With neither sound nor song, 

A troop with shining weapons moved 
Through gate and field along. 



A pallid youth moved on with them, 
On whom the bright beams shone ; 

'^ And must thou then for hunger starve, 
" My mother dear, alone ? " 



One bitter teardrop warmly flows 
Down from his drooping eye ; 

" Oh could I save thee, with what joy 
" And courage would I die ! " 



The troop now halts — the bandage shades 

With night his eye, and soon 
One flash — one sound — and motionless, 

All bleeding lay that son ! 
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And as the spring came round again, 

The aged mother there 
Cries, " Oh my son ! where is my son ? 

" Can no one tell me where ? " 



The son ne'er came — the field lay waste, 

And scanty was her hoard: 
Then, full of grace, the Lord recall'd 

The mother to his board. 

From VoGL. 
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iOer iCeferteur. 

,, Sinn frtid^/' fo l^etr^t bet XapMn, 
„ 5Bo ttleb ji bu bid& uml^er ? 

©arum, fein Saugnen l^llft bit icftt, 
aBotbji bu gum JDefetteut ? " 



,, „ Urn ®ott; nie f am mlr'8 in ben ®lnn, 

Da^ tteulofi tc^ bet 5Pjll(3^t, 
Do^ fonnf ble SKuttet i^ ba^elm 

etl^ungetn fel^en nl^t," '' 



„ „ din 3l(f et iji ll^t elgen tiut, 
Sen ijfluijt' i^ fonjl atteiti/ 

Do^ felt Id^ fott/ «3ia 9liemanb i^t 
©le §attb iut gitteit lel^'ti." " 
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„ aSergcBenS Ut unb jte^te i^ 
Urn ijierjcl^n Sage 3elt, 
Unb enblid^ trleb mic]^ l^ln gu il^r 
aSerjtreiflung, 2lngjl unb 8eib." " 



// /, 3e|t iji'g Befotgt, nun fel^r' i^ and} 
Burud gu mciner $flid^t/" " 

®o ber 9le!rut ; ber «&au)3tmann b'rauf 
Win Pnji'rer ©time frri(]^t : 



,, 0llc3^t fotgen Winbet IWelgung barf 
9la^ mmhf}x ber ©olbat, 

©el^orfam Ijl ble erjie ^fllti^t, 
Die er gu Men l^at." 



,, ©u fanntefl ©trafe unb ffiergeyn, 
3)u l^attefl freie Sal^I — 

Wit fiinfgig ©treid^en Bfigefi bu 
Sen gel^I fur biefeS aWal." 
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SBol^I untet grimmer ©trei^e ®u^t 

SrBeBt il^m bad ©eBeitt; 
Do^ felnen Saut beg SammerS ^xt^t 

9lu§ feinem 3Kunb bie $ein. 



9lur elne 3!^rfine rotlte il^m 
^om 5tutf, fo treu unb liti^t, 

(®ie gait ber lieBen abutter ia), 
J&erab im 9lngefici^t. 



Unb fort:§ltt blent er treu unb ixa'o, 
SBle'g l^m Beftel^It ble ^fliti^t, 

Unb in bem ganjen 3legiment 
®i6t'8 einen ^raijern ni^t. 



9lm SBaum njlrb wieber welf baS \Jau6, 

©ie (grbe betft ber <S(bmt, 
Unb ttjieber fommt bie Sriil&Iingggeitr 

0lur i^m ju Bitt'rem SBel^'. 
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Unb ol&ne Qtnf)' unb ol^ne Slafl 
©rfingfg ll^n in felner SBrujl, 

Unb Bel bcr aRutter Iji n fc^on, 
<ffaum ate er f{(^'d (etou^t. 



SKlt fraft'ger '§onb Befotgt er bort 
2)en Oltfer l^r, o ©Ifitf ; 

2)'rauf ttjieber gu bem (Regiment 
^el^rt er In (fir gurnd. 



!Doc^ fur(!^t6ar (rlngt ll^m ben SBlTlfomm' 

!Der ^an^tmann je^t ^oU SButl^ : 
„ «6a, SSurWe ! ttjlW blr faijilen bo(3^ 



Die Srommel wlrBelt, faufenb fdllt 
©le ©erte, o be0 ©rou'n ! 

^Ctii »nnteji bu, o TOfttterleln 
2)en armen ©ol^n {eftt f^au'n ! 



Ill 

Unb od^tmdC f)ai bie ^axkxiaf)n 
©tm njimmernb er bur^njaltt, 

2)a flnft tx, aW ber Stxaft 6erauBt< 
3ur ®tbe iUidj unb fait. 



3m ®j>lttel erfi cnrad^et er 

3u Jteuer SieBerquat, 
1^0^ avid) ^on btefer $eln genef t 

©er Stermjie aUjumat. 



2)'rauf ill bem ©c^ilber^duSd^en fle^t 
er wleber/ ma^t bie 3tunb\ 

Unb u6et feine 5Ppid^t getreu, 
SBle fru^er, ©tunV fur ©tunb*. 



2)0(3^ «&lmmel I wie ber Seng erwad^t, 
©a trel6t*8 ll^n wieber fort/ 

0lur 6ei ber SWutter/ nur bei il^r, 
©ort iji allein fein Drt. 
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Unb emflg ^flugt et if)t bag Selb, 
©0 wie er fonji getl^an, 

Uttb lotfert l^inter feinem $flug, 
3m ©ti^njeif, ben fleinen ^lan, 



©a ))W^Iid^ tlixxn in ma^m laut 
Urn if)n, unb tau)^* unb fait 

(Relf t i^n sjon feiner tl^eu'rcn $j«d^t 
2)ie eiferne ©ewalt. 



3m Sttttix liegt cr, weinenb nut 
Um feiner abutter Slotf), 

Unb benfet nic^t, ba^ feI6er er 
SSerfalten nun bem Sob. 



©enn : 5lob erl^eifd^et bag ®efe|, 
Jlein Olettet jiel^t i^m auf, 

25rei Sage — unb Befd^Iojfen ijl 
®cin bunHer fiefcenSlauf. 
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Unb a(^ — ber brltte Sag erglul^t ; 

Unb ol^ne Sang unb Jtlang 
Siel^t cine ©d^ar in Btanfer S&t^x' 

2)ur(3^'8 ^ox, baS gelb enttang. 



@in Weic^er Sungling mitten b'rinn', 
Umgliil^t tjom aKorgenfd^ein, 

;, ®o mugt bu boc]^ loetfc^mad^ten j;e|t 
3»ein armeS SKutterlein." 



Unb eine Bitt're %ane quillt 
3l^m l^ei§ Jjom 5lug' ^nai, 

ff 51(36 !6nnr ic^ nut erretten bid6, 
aSie gem fiieg' \^ in'8 ©tab 1 " 



@§ l^dlt bie ©d^at— bie Sinbe l^ullt 
SKit SHad^t bag Olug' i^m fd^on.— 

ein gSIift— ein JtnoU — uub tegloS tiegt 
3m SBIut bet treu'fle ©o^n — 

I 
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SSo^I — ol6 bet JJtul^Ung njicbet !ommt, 

Die greife SKutter fragt : 
„®o i|l meltt ®o:^n? — wo tjl mein Solvit? 

3ft Sttimx, be r mlr'8 fagt ? " 



2)er Solvit BlieB fern — ber Slrfer njuft, 

@ie l^ungerte fo fel^r ; 
5)a Tub ijoll Wt> bag aWutterlein 

9(n feinen Xif^ bet «§ett. 
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THE POET'S REWARD. 

A Poet wander'd faint and old, 
Of suffering deep his visage told; 
His long hair flow'd in silvery wave, 
And all he hoped for was the grave. 



With burning zeal his life so long 
He *d freely given up to song ; 
And open to the world had thrown 
All he had seen, and felt, and known. 



But poor reward his efforts met, 
His pay was envy, scorn, and hate ; 
And oft he cried with tears of pain, — 
" Alas I I Ve lived and sung in vain !" 
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With eyes whose fire was deadened long. 
With heart oppressed, and courage gone, 
He wander'd on for many a year, 
His bosom fill'd with grief and care ! 



Thus, once he came, as evening pale 
Was closing roimd a peaceful vale, 
A village there, midst verdant trees 
Inviting to repose, he sees. 



Close by, an old man sat, whose mind 
Had long forgot the world imkind; 
A child was playing on his knee. 
And kiss'd his old cheeks lovingly. 



" O grandpapa, just one song more ! 
" I know you Ve still an ample store. 
" O sing ! I love to hear you sol 
Before mamma shall bid me go." 
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He kiss'd the old man's cheek again, 
Who, smiling, then a song began; 
His trembling voice you scarce could hear, 
But still it charm'd the child^s rapt ear. 



What stays the weary poet's step ? 
What angel's greeting has he met? 
Like welcome to his youthful home. 
Or words of love forgotten long ! 



It is his song the old man sings ; 
His song — that in his ear now rings ! 
And warm tears down his pale cheeks rain ; 
" No, no, I did not sing in vain 1" 

From VoGL 
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@itt ©dngcrgreiS getcanbett fam, 
9lu0 feinem 5tntUfe f^3ra(S^ ber ©ram/ 
®eln «&aar war wei^ unb motf^ fein StaB 
Unb oil fein •goffcn war bag ®ra^. 



gr l^atte {a tnit l^eif em Drang 
®mtif)t fein SeBen bem ©efang 
Unb frei eS atter SBelt i?ertraut 
aSJaS er geba^t, gefii^^It, erf^aut. 



Soc^ warb bafur il^m fd^ted^ter So^n, 
®ein Dan! war 9leib, fein ®oIb war ^ol^n, 
Da ricf er mit 6et:^rdnter SBang' : 
„ Umfonft, umfonji war all mein Sang I " 
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3m 5lug' nur no^ erlofi^ne ®tut, 
®e6ro(3^en, ad^, fo «&erg aU Wtntf), 
3og er nun l^in fo mand^ed 3a^r, 
S)ie SBrujt )?oa ©ramend immerbar. 



®o !am er einfl jur ^IBenbflunb 
3n eined ^aled {liden ©runb; 
^0^ freunbli^ n?infte l^ier gur Slafl 
(Sin 3)orf(^en il^m/ ^om ©run umfagt. 



3iid^t fern auf einen SBoum|irun! fa^ 
(Sin ®reid; ben Idngfl bie SBelt t^ergafl, 
£)em fd^aufelte im ®d^oo^ ein Ainb 
fDad fofle il^m bie SBangen Unb. 



„ ©rop^ater Ui)x' mir wieber bod^ 
@in Siebd^en, wei^t fo ^kU nod^, 
O (Inge, l^or' fo gem bir gu, 
aSeiJor mi^ abutter ruft jur StvLf)'."— 
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S)en ^n!cl fugt ber ®rci8 fobann 
Unb f)M barauf fcin Sieblein aw, 
@r flngt'S mit matter ©tlrnm' ll^m ijor, 
Dod^ (aufc^t bet ^naB' unb iji ganj Dl^r. 



8Ba8 l^emmt nur ba be§ ©cingerS Sufi ? 
(S8 trel^t ll^n an njle ^ngetSgru^/ 
SBie ein ffiiUfomm' ijom »§elmatort, 
SBie Idngpsjerf^otl'neS SlebeSwort. 



©ein Sieb ja iji'0 baS Sener flngt, 
©ein Sieb, bag jefet in'S D^t il&m flingt, 
Unb ^ei^ entroKt i^m'8 J)on ©ejl^t — 
„9letn, nein, i?erge6en8 fang ic^ nid^tl 
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THE OLD VILLAGE MUSICLA.N. 

A POOB Musician, weak and old. 

Along the road is straying, 
Whilst with his tatter'd coat and cloak. 

The wind and dust are playing. 



" Whither, O whither, aged man ! 

" Too old for wandering surely; 
" Let others walk and plod along ; 

*^ Stay by your hearth securely I" 



The old man speaks with cheerM tone, 
" O no, — ^whate'er befalls me, 

" So long I live, I still shall go 
" Where'er my duty calls me. 
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" For thirty years in Friedberg there 
" I Ve served the parish ever ; 

" My fiddle and the little church 
" Are friends that none can sever. 



" 'Tis true the road seems painful now 
" That once I trod so gladly; 

" For O, the weight of years has bent 
" And stoop'd my body sadly I 



" But when the Lord's day comes around, 

" At home I ne'er can tarry. 
" But to the church, through storm and rain, 

" My instrument I carry," 



The old man speaks, and totters on — 
A piteous sight and dreary ; 

Yet still the path he moves along. 
But O, he is so weary ! 
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He walks, and walks — O now almost 
No farther can he wander ! 

He hears the bell already toll 
In Friedberg's chapel yonder. 



Then rousing up his failing strength, 
He struggles on, though slowly. 

Till at his desk once more he sits 
Within the choir so lowly. 



The chanter gives the measure out, 
His daughters loud are singing. 

And with the praises of the Lord, 
Both choir and nave are ringing. 



The old man does not idle sit, 
The string his bow is pressing, 

TiU, with the " Venerabile," 
The priest bestows his blessing. 
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Then, leaning forward on his desk, 

His fiddle too reposing. 
Sleep overcomes him then at last, — 

His weary eyelids closing. 



The hymn resounds anew again, 
Both bass and tenor vying ; 

The aged fiddler still, alone, 
All silent there is lying. 



The chanter rudely shakes his arm, 
And speaks, while o'er him bending, 

" Where is our leader? Hears he not 
" The Sanctus now is ending ? " 



But he lies tranquil on his desk. 

Bent down, in sleep deep buried; 
The angels bore him up on high, — 

He was too sorely wearied ! 

From VoGL. 
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X)et alte iDotffttelmantt. 

(gg jiel^t tin axnxtx SWufifant 
Sa||itt auf jiau^'ger ©tra^e, 

SWit feineS OlocEcg 8ai)»)en fpielt 
Der aBinb, aU njie gum @^3a^e. 



„ SBol^ltt, ttjo^ln bu alter iRnab' ? 

3u alt nun f^on gum SBanbern, 
SSIelB l^ubfci^ :6eim Dfen bu ba^cim/ 

Unb la^' bag ©el^'n ben 2tnbern." 



Der l^eit're Qllter oter \px\^t : 
„ Da8 f ann i(^ traun mit ni^teu, 

So tang' i^ W witt id^ bie *fli^t, 
S)ie i(^ genjoT^nt, oerti^ten." 



126 

„ ®cit brcl^ig Sal^ren fcnnt m\6) fd^on 
3u StlebBerg bic ©emeinbe/ 

DaS ^ird^tcln unb mein Snjtcutnettt 
@inb gat ijerttaute ffrcunbe." 



,, ^XQ(xx n?irb mir fauer jc^t bet 28eg/ 
2)en \^ elnji jlin! gegogen, 

@eit, 21^, bet Salute SBud^t mir l^at 
Den Sel6 fo Irumm getogen." 



ff S)od^ fotnmt l^eran ber 3!ag beS »&etrn/ 
l&a^t mi^'8 bal^eim nld^t treilett, 

3u meinem Rix^Uxn mu^ id^ glel^'n, 
Unb tegnet' t% mit ^feilen." 



S)er Sitter frrld^t'S, unb njanfct fort, 
©in Silb jum 8d(3^eln Hdglld^, 

2)od^ giel^t er fort ben $fab, unb mfil^'t 
S)atei flc^ (A unfaglid^. 



mr w~- «w 
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®r ge^t unb gel^t, a(!^ fajl »crmag 
er welter nlci^t ju fd^teiten, 

2)a l^firt er*S f^on jum Dienft beS «§enn 
3n JJtiebbetg'S Stix^Uin lauten. 



3lufrafft er {efet bie le^te J^raft, 
®d^le^)^)t fort bie muben ©lieber, 

SBiS er im nteber'n Gl^ore fl|t 
3Jor feinem ^nlU njicber. 



©d^ott gibt ber Gantor bort ben ZacU 

Unb feine 3!od^ter flngen, 
3)a8 S^or unb ©d^iff J?om iob beS »§errn 

©enjaltig wleberftingen. 



5)er Sllte aut^ nid^t mu^ig fl|t 
Unb jlrei(]^et nad) 93erm5gen, 

SBiS mit bem SSeneraBlIe 
Ser ^riefier gitt ben Segen. 
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S)ar feine ®eige untcr'm ?trm, 
0lelgt et jum ^nlt ftd^ nieber, 

Unb a^f eg ii6ermannt ber S^Iaf 
!Die mubett ^ugenlieber. 



(S(i)on ^tit bet Sang auf 8 neuc an, 
®d t5nen SBa^ unb ©etgettr 

5)er alte ffieblcr nur attcin 
aJerl^arrt in felnem ®d;weigen. 



3lm 2lrme tuttcit xoof)l ben ®rei8 

Der Santor, ber Bel^cnbe, 
„ SBo jictf t bet $rim, l^ort er benn nic^t ? 

©aS ©anctug gel^t gu @nbe ! " 



S)od^ ber MeiBt rul^ig auf fein 5Putt 
©elel^ntr ^om ®(^Iaf umfc^attet — 

S)ie (Sngtein trugen il^n l^lnauf, 
@t irar gu fel^r etmattet. 
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MONEY. 

Who sails through storm and danger, with anxious 

heart and bold ? 
It is a youthful merchant, who cares for nought but 

gold ! 

Who struggles through the desert with thirst and 

greed untold? 
It is a youthful merchant, who cares for nought but 

gold I 

Who sits from mom till even, and thinks and counts? 

Behold, 
It is a youthful merchant, who only thinks of gold I 

And years on years roll on still, in constant care and 

pain; 
And gold and silver daily are added to his gain. 

K 
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The one desire still moves him to struggle as before, 
And soon he is the richest of all in golden store. 

His strivings had been always yet more and more to 

win; 
Too little, still too little of gold he 'd gather'd in ! 

And on again he struggles, and labours as of yore ; 
And every day increases his treasure more and more. 

But as his sacks keep filling with store of gold 

imheard, 
Too little — O too little ! is still his constant word. 

Grown old, a heavy sickness falls on him ; weak 

and pale. 
He feels that on the earth now no help will more 

avail; 

But as his end approaches, he sudden sees — how 

clear — 
He 's but a wretched beggar, with all his riches here ! 
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His lot he deeply curses, though chosen by himself; 
And curses all his coffers, and aU his store of pelf. 

And, groaning, says in dying — "0 gold! you've 

cheated me ; 
" I thought that I had got you— -'twas you, alas! had 



me ! " 



From VoGL. 
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SBer \^i^t burd^ ©turm unb Sli^pm, bag ^erj Don 

^a^ ijl ein iungcr Jlauf^crr, ber voiU fonji nic^tS al8 ©clb. 

SBer f(3^le>)Vt jt^ bur^ bie fflii|le, ijon ©urfi unb ®ier 

gequdlt ? 
Sag iji ber iunge iRauf^crr, bcr will fonjl nid^tS aU ®elb. 

SDBer flfet ijon JJrufi bi8 5l6enb'S, am Sifc^ unb fmnt 

unb jd^lt ? 
Dag ijl ber iunge Jlauf tierr, ber ftnnt attein auf ®elb. 

Unb 3a^r unb 3a^r Jjerrotlet in jleter ©org' unb $Iag' 
Unb ®elb unb ©ilfcer fpenbet ben ,Rauf ^errn jeber Sag* 

©0 f^afft er, l^eut wie morgen Jjom atten 8Bunf(3^ befeelti 
Unb ifl ber 9iei^{len Siner gar 6alb an blanfem ®elb. 
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5)0^ ^ai er aW fein Zxa^Un nur jietS auf Ttt^x gePetlt, 
3u trenig; ad^ ju tvenig; getoann et nod^ an ®elb. 

Unb wieber {agt'S unb ttcltt e8 t^n fort In alter ^Jlag*, 
Unb ttlcber fll6t unb ft)enbct i^m ®clb em Jeber 3:ag. 

SotJ^ wle aud^ feine ©ficfel fld^ fatten fort unb fort, 
3u wenig, a^ ju wenig, Wettt fleta fein leftteS 5Bort. 

©a fa^t ben Stltgenjorb'nen ein ©led^t^um an gar fc^njer, 
©r ful^If 8, ed Ifl auf ©rben nun lelne «&llfe mefir. 

Dod^ njle'8 nun lommt an'^ ©^eiben, ba tt?arb i^m 

^)I5ftti* Har, 
iDap er mlt att bem ®elbe bo(J^ nur ein Settler war. 

fSiofjl jluftt er ba bem 8ofe# bag er jl^ felBp erwdl^lt, 
Unb f{u(]^t ben rotten Jlafien unb att* bem (lanfen ®elb. 

Unb jiSl^nt nod^ fettji im ©terSen: „D ®elb: tt?le 

trogfl bu miti^ : 
3d^ glauBte bid^ gu l^aBen, attein — bu l^attefl mid& I " 
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THE ROAD TO PARADISE. 

" Why does that child keep waiting, 
*^ And weeping here so late ? 

" The hospital is closed now; 
" Why knocks she at the gate ? " 



" I 'm seeking for my mother — 
»' My mother kind and dear I 

" Two months ago they bore her, 
^' All sick and fainting here." 



" Thou poor, poor, wretched maiden, 
" For thee my heart is sore; 

" Thy mother, whom thou seekest, 
" Thou 'It find, O nevermore I 
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" Deep in the cold earth buried, 
" She lies a week and more." 

So answered the old guardian. 
And quicklj closed the door. 



The child still stood there sobbing; 

She imderstood no word 
Of all the mournful story 

Which she had just then heard. 



Then late she homeward wanders 
To pass the dreary night, 

And wait, with throbbing bosom, 
The first fiunt rays of light. 



And in the morning early, 

Once more she weeps, and stands 
Still at the gate, loud knocking. 

Though sore her little hands. 



3 









^ ». t > i -- «■ * *^'^' '^^ '' '^^^'^ *aast seek her. 



"^ * * * - . I » ♦» <''*«''^ «»^'-'tt« does stay. 

t%%\ u»^">i>'. how she 'U fi„^ 



•• 



^ , i»rtnwU»(ij th« way^ 



^, 1 1 t.i.U* foot quite naked. 

0*-'' *''"*'"°8 ^^8ht and ii^ 
^^ ♦v/*i1*- »W the rongj^ j^^;^^ 

^^..^-^««-th weeping aun ' 
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And still to all who meet her, 
She gently says, — " I pray, 

" To Paradise, O tell me, 

" Which is the shortest way?" 



But each replies, — " Poor maiden I 
" Thy way is rough and wild ; 

" 'Tis God alone can guide thee: — 
" May He protect thee, child ! " 



But none can tell her truly 
Where that dear place can be ; 

Yet still she wanders onwards. 
And asks unceasingly. 



And now the dark night sinking. 
Has spread its gloom around; 

She folds her hands in prayer. 
And kneels upon the ground. 
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Then on the golden corn-sheaves 
She lays her weary head. 

And sleeps, till o'er the wide fields 
The mom his light has shed. 



Once more she wanders onwards 
Upon her dreary way; 

Still asking from each traveller, 
To Paradise the way. 



Deep moved, each passing stranger 
Prays blessings on her head; 

And pious mothers load her 
With gifts of fruit and bread. 



From place to place, still farther 
She wanders on forlorn. 

Till sore and tired with walking, 
Her little feet are torn. 
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Her hair flies round her wildlj, 
Her cheeks are sunk with pain, 

Her clothing light is dripping — 
Wet through with storm and rain! 



Now weeks and days are over, 
Since from her distant home 

That little maid had wander'd, 
Thus lone and far to roam. 



And now her strength and courage, 
Poor child, begin to fail, 

Her limbs are faint and weary — 
Her face is deadly pale! 



When, see ! a convent's turrets 
Proud mounting to the sky. 

In morning's light now glancing. 
With golden cross on high. 
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With feeble step she nears it, 
She hopes for comfort here; 

And at the door, half frozen, 
She leans, and knocks with fear. 



A sister steps forth quickly. 
And asks, with friendly tone,' — 

" What seek'st thou here, poor maiden, 
" So friendless and alone?" 



" My mother I am seeking, 
" Who 's left me many a day; 

" But none, alas, can tell me 
« To Paradise the way!" 



" Thou poor, poor, lonely orphan I" 
The bride of heaven then said; 

As through the door, with pity, 
The little maid she led. 
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But, how sorely trembles 
At once that feeble child; 
She sinks, from death o'erpower'd, 
. An Angel soft and mild« 



The sisters, full of pity. 

Bring all their convent's store. 
And nought is left neglected 

Her senses to restore. 



Then on their knees, all weeping. 

They fall, deep moved, around ; 
Its way, that child so weary. 

To Paradise had found. 

From VoGL. 
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;, SBaS Witt baS Ainb nur wlebet 
9lm ®^)ittel loot bem ^ex, 

SBad :)3o^t e0 bo^ nut immer 
Unb njlmmett fo bai)ot?" 



„ ,/ 3^ fuc^e tnefne abutter 
91^ lapt ju il^ ml(3^ eln, 

®ie trugcn loor gnjci fflionben 
3u cud^ fte ia l^lneln." '' 



,;S)u arme0/ armed 9^Sbd(ien/ 
S)u bauetjl mx(i) votif)l fel^r, 

2)0^ bcine SKutter flnbejl 
S)u nun unb nimmermel^r. 



'■rv • ■ 
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„ Die Ilegt feit (leBcn Siagcn 
Smite im f u^Ien @runb/' 

@o ^rl^t ber alte ^^Mntx 
Unt) fd^llef t bag ^^or gu ®tunb\ 



SBol^I fie^t ba ijor bem ©^Ittel 
S)a8 Jllttb, unb njcint unb Hagt, 

IDenn nlmmcr l^at'd ijerjlanben, 
SBad jiener ll^m gefagt 



Dann f^Ield^t eg pia unb trauetnb 

Surutf wol^et eS fam, 
3ur 3irten/ ble eS i)|!eget, 

©elt ®ott ble au^utter nal^m. 



5)od& fti&on am SKorgen irleber 
©tel^t'e i)ot bem ©plttel bort, 

Unb pi>d)t fld^ n?unb ble «&dnb<S^en 
Unb Witt J?om 3:^or nl^t fort. 
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ff D ^Jfottner, ((glimmer ^fottnet/ 
D laf gum 5!l^or mi^ ein, 

Jlann {a bal^eim nld^t tIeiBen 
SBenn fort baS 3»utterieitt." 



;, ;, Dein SWuttertein, bu 2lerm jle, 
Sur immer blc^ i?etUe^/ 

Denn wi^' eS nut/ fie wol^net 
3a ie|t tm 5Parabieg." " 



D'rauf fd^Iiefit baS 5f^ot et wieber, 
3)a jie^t atleln bag Jtinb, 

Unb flnnt : wic'g nut bie ©ttaf e 
3um ^arabiefe ftnb*. 



Unb fort mit natftem ffu^d^en, 
3m (RSdtd^en bunn unb leid^t, 

@el^f g bann auf flein'flem JPfabe 
iDaS Slug' ijon Si^irfitten feuti^t. 
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Unb fteuttbliti^ fragt eg 3ebcn, 
S)er felnem SBeg flti^ nal^t : 

„ SBo ifl jum JParabieff; 
Dfagt/bette*te?Pfob?" 



iDoti^ Seber f<)ti^t : „ »§o ! JKnbti^en, 
©ein 8Beg Ifl xwAj unb welt, 

®e6' ®ott In fclnet 3^ilbe 
S)a]^ln bit bag ©eleit'." 



S)0(^ fann au^ Aeiner fi^nben 
3^m, ttjo bet tl^eu're Drt/ 

@o gel^t bo^ unauf^altfam 
5)a8 SWdflbleln fwt unb fort. 



®(^pn jlnft ntit feinen @ti^auern 
«6eta6 bie pnji're ^Qi6:it, 

©a faltet ftomm bie «§Anbci^en 
S)ad Ainb unb betet facl^t. 



^. \ 
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Saiin l^inter golb'ncn ©arten 
$u^^t fl^ bte Aleine tin, 

Sid tt^ieber tntib umfd^intmert 
S)ad Selb ber ®onne ®^ein. 



Unb njlcber gel^t fie welter 
Unb ftel^t : „ D faget an, 

SBo i^ ;um $arabiefe 
©en SBeg nut finben fann? '' 



!£)a bauett n:ol^I ben Seuten 
®a8 Jtinb In felnet Slotf), 

SWand^* elne fromme fKuttet 
SBefd^enft'8 mit D6fl unb SBrot. 



©0 wonbert immer weltet 
SSon Drt gu Dtt bag JKnb/ 

©d^on flnb il^m n;unb loom ©el^en 
!£)te Suf c^en/ }art unb Hub. 
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Senauft jlnb feine Jgdrti^en, 
S)te SB&nglein l^ol^I unb Vla% 

®ein bCinned Sflddi^en trdufelt 
9Sie i|t'd ))om SRegen naf . 



®o ftnb an i)ierjel^n Sage 
(Sntflol^'n im 8auf ber 3elt, 

®elt fort ba8 Ainb genjanbcrt 
9Som 93aterl^au0 fo welt. 



Unb imnter mtf)x entfci^wittbet 
©em 9letmfien SKutl^ wnb Stxaft, 

Stanm fann jld^'8 fort mel^r f^IeiJiJen 
2(uf feinet $llgerfd^aft. 



Do^ jle)^'/ ba tagt ein ,RIojlet 
Sum SBoIfenjelt l^inauf, 

3m SKorgenf^lmmer flimmert 
iS)er Sl^urme gotb'ner ^nauf. 
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!Daf|in ^^Uppi fld^ bte Xltint, 
Sort fu^t jle Watl^ unb Srofl, 

®(]^on lel^nt fie mub' am Sl^ote 
Unb )}o^t; "bvLxd^Uit \>om dto% 



aBol^l tritt ba eine 9lonne 
«&eraud gum %^s>t gefci^njinb; 

;, SBoa fu^fl bu, fo tjerlaffen, 
Set ung, bu armeg Jllnb ? " 



„ ff 3ti^ fuc^c meinc SKutter, 
®ie mi(3^ gum fieib Joerlie^, 

Unb fann ben 8Beg nl^t flnben, 
3u i^r in'« JPotabW."" 



„ Du otme, arme fflalfe/' 
©0 feufjt ble ®otte«6taut, 

Unb fai^rt l^lneln bie Jlleine 
2)le ftagenb ju t^t fd^aut.' 
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Sod^ ad), ttjle ba nur tuttclt'0 
SKlt ein'3 bag Ainb fo wilb, 

'glnjlnft'S jum XoV ermattet, 
ein fiertenb (SngcWBlIb. 



SBol&I ellen att' ble S^njeflettt 
aSoK l^aji'ger ©org' l^ertei, 

®e[(^dftig fromm il^m 6rtngenb 
Ttan^' frdft'ge Slrgenel. 



Unb {ebe br&ngt mit SBeinen 
®t(3^ ju bem Ainblein \\x^, 

2)0(3^ fd^ott l^at bag gcfunben 
S)eu S8eg {um $arabteg. 
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THE BELL OF DISTRESS. 

In Freiburg, in the open square, 
A wooden house once stood. 

The wind and rain unhinder'd pass'd 
Between its planks so rude. 



And in it hung a brazen bell 
That gave a pure clear ring. 

And he who would complain, had but 
To pull the hempen string. 



But long this ancient custom now 

Had fallen out of use; 
The hut decay'd and ruin'd stood, 

Grown o'er with briar and moss: 
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Untouch'd, the cord hung from the roof; 

The time had now gone by, 
When at the call of that rude bell 

The judge would quickly fly. 



But, hark 1 as gloomy night had spread 

Her mantle all around, 
O'er town and field the little bell 

Once more does loudly sound. 



All frighten'd from his pillow starts 
The' judge that sound to hear; 

He listens to the ringing bell. 
And scarce believes his ear. 



His servant quickly he awakes. 
And hastens help to bring, 

Though late the hour, to him who thus 
The bell so loud does ring. 
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But scarcely on that lonely house 

A ray of lamplight falls. 
When wondering there he stands to gaze 

Within those ruin'd walls. 



For there he sees a poor horse stand 
All skin and bone, and cold. 

Quite to a shadow thin reduced, 
A creature blind and old. 



It totter'd round upon the floor. 
And gasp'd and feebly paw'd, 

It vainly sought for any food, 
And at the bell^cord gnaw'd. 



The judge felt deeply touched to see 
The poor beast so distressed; 

And bade his servant drive it home. 
To give it food and rest. 
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And he in plenty scatter'd down 

Before it com and hay, 
O then, how soon from all its pain 

The horse recovered lay. 



But when the world awoke again 
To life's loud busy call, 

The judge told aU the justices 
To meet him in the hall« 



" Do any of you know this horse ? 

" For see the wondrous guest, 
" He rang the bell to ask for help* 

'^ By hunger's pangs opprest. 



" Who does the beast belong to ? say, 

" If any answer can 1 " 
" I know his owner ! " says an old 

And silver-headed man. 
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" This horse belonged to Stephan, once 
" A judge here in this land, 

" Who boldly out to battle led 
" Our youthful village band 



" His life in battle then it saved, 
" And safely brought him home; 

" For in the thickest of the fight, 
" Too boldly he had gone. 



" And, therefore, at his dying hour 
" He caird his son, and said, 

" His horse should be, when he was gone, 
** Well cared for and well fed. 



'* But, as I mark it, this command 
" The son has heard in vain ; 

** He *s chased the cripple out, and its 
" Reward is hunger's pain." 
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" And so it is;" thus speaks the judge; 

" I see it with deep grief I 
" The heart of man too oft is hard 

" When others seek relief. 



" But still the creature poor and blind 
" Shall not have vainly brought 

" This charge against his master new, 
" And oiir protection sought. 



" The culprit shall be simimon'd here, 
" Into this court to come I ** 

Before the judges there he stands, 
With troubled visage soon. 



The horse is brought into the hall. 
Then spoke the judge, " O son 

" Undutiful, know you this beast ? 
" What hast thou left undone ? 
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** This horse once saved thy father dear 
" From fearM death ; but thou 

" Hast left the poor blind beast to pine 
" In want and hanger now. 



" The Lord himself has guided here 
" His wandering hoof at last, 

*' So that his cry for help might reach 
" Our ears ere hope was past ! 



<^ And this, the sentence of the law, 
" Is pass'd on you — now, hear I 

" From this time on, the horse you *11 keep, 
'^ And feed, and treat with care. 



" And we ourselves will always watch, 
" That never more, at least, 

" What we have order'd now shall be 
" Neglected for this beast. 
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" But this you may remember well, 
" Whatever may befall — 

" There is no secret for that Eye 
" Which watches over all ! 



'* And though no bell may ring to warn 

'^ The judge's ear, the sigh 
'* Of the oppress'd will always rise, 

" And reach the Lord on high ! " 

From VoGL. 
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3u Sreitutg auf bem 5PIa|e 
©tonb clnjl tin l^SIgern »&au8, 

Der 3Binb fount' ungel^inbert 
<6tnein bott unb ^inaud. 



3)'tm l^lng cin iTOeffinggWdd^en, 
S)ad gab gar l^ellen Alang; 

Unb tt?fr ba mo(3^te Hagen 
S)er butft' nur jie^n am ©trang'. 



3)0(3^ war ble alte Sitte 

&(i^on IdngftenS au^er 9rau(^; 
S)ad <&&u$^en flanb i^erfallen, 

Umranft »on Dorn unb ©traut^. 



159 

5)er Strang l^ing unBeru^ret, 
eg war bie 3eit "ooxUx, 

ffio auf ben afluf beS ®l6d(^en8 
Der 8flic!^tet !am ](|er6ei. 



3)0^^ l&ot(3^, ba fc^oO bag ©Wrf^cn 
einjimatt rait aUer SRa^t, 

2tlg felnen fd^warjen s^antct 
Um*8 ©tdbtc^en l^ing bie SRa^t. 



erf^todten fu^r ber ©c^ulje 
SBo^l ba i?om $fu:&I em^jor, 

Ct l^Srt bag ®l5cf^en getlen 
Unb ttaut !aum feinem SD^x. 



©oe^ taf^ wetft et ben 'I)lener 
Unb ellt, jur «§ilf' teteit, 

«&inaug jum ©locEen^aufe 
ffile fi)fit'a au(^ an bet 3eit. 



160 

^o(S) tavLta fdOt sjon ber 8eu(3^te 
Sluf 3 ©lodenl^auS ber ®(3^ein, 

S)a flartt er gat t)ern;uubett 
3n'd dbe «&aud l^inein. 



S)enn b'tinnen jlel^t ein JHe|)i)cr, 
fflnx <§aut unb Anoc^en fd^iet; 

Sum ®(]^atten faji berf&mmert, 
(Sin alM, itinM ^ier. 



Sad gra)){i Return am Soben 
Wlit loanlem Stitt unb ®ang, 

6d fu(j^t nati^ einem Sutter^ 
@d nagt am @loden{lrang. 



JDer ©d^ulge ffil^It ergrlffm 
®i^ 9on bed ^tered fflotfy, 

& ^eimjuleiten f)ti\(S)tt 
!£)en S)iene¥ feln ®e(ot. 
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Der f(3^uttct ©tteu unb «&afet 
Sl^m i)or in reiti^em Wl(i% 

®ie ba tjon fetnen Oualen 
®o f^neO bag S^ier genad. 



5)0(36 al8 auf 8 SReu ctwad&et 
S)e0 SeBenS witrer ©d^att, 

i£)a Idgt ber ©d^uljc rufcn 
3u ^^ ble @ti^6v»>en all'. 



SBeifl i^nen bann ben Jlle^jpcr: 
,,®a fcl^t, ben fonb'ten @ajl, 

Urn 'gilf l^at er geldutet 
9Son »§unger8 $ein erfaf t." 



,9Bem iji baS iS^ier ju eigen, 
SBei^ Reiner mir ©etld^t?''— 

;„;ffio^t wel^ id& il^n/'" ein alter 
©rgrauter ®(^o^))3e f)3rl^t. 

M 
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„„Dicf Sflo^ 9e^6rte ©teffen, 
iDer l^ler clnji S^utge voaXf 

Unb f ul^n gum Stamp^t fa^xU 
J)ca ©tabtlcinS iuttge ©d^ar."" 



„„3l§tt felBer ^at'8 gercttet 
Uab gliitfliti^ JeimgeBra^t, 

-2110 er {l(^ bamald tvagte 
3u tottful^n In bie S^Ia^t. 
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„„3)'rum l^otte et'8 no^ jlertenb 
S)cm ©ol^n an'8 «&erj gelegt : 

®a^ ia bcr Sfla^j^Je twerbe 
sRaci^ feinem Sob' 0ei)j!egt."" 



„„®oci^ foIfltC; trie i^ merfc, 
0llc]^t bem ©efcot bet Solvit, 

Unt) fiie^ l^inaud ben Stxiip)(>A 
Unb «&unger iji fein Sol^n.''" 
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,;3d& fcl^'g ju tiefem ©d^meq, 
®af| nur gu oft fur «WitIeib 
See a^enfd^en SSruji i?on erj/' 



,,©0(3^ fptt umfonfl nid^t l^aBen, 
aJott ®d^u| unb ^Pftcge fern, 

SSertlagt ber arme gla^3^)e 
©en neuen fd^Iimmen .germ."— 



©ogleld^ aud^ njlrb gelaben 
2)er ©d^ulb'gc oor'8 ©erid^t j 

©d^on jie^t er i)or bent ©d^ulgen, 
aSerpart im Slngefld^t. 



Der Kgt baS aiofi getelten 
aSor i^n unb fprid^t fobann: 

„®age, lennft bu biefen Sta^sipm, 
5)u vflld^tJjergep'ner SKann?" 
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„S)ie^ aiog ^at beinen SSatet 
©rtettct einji i)om 3j)b, 

Du a'Ber Itepefi fi^ma^ten 
2)a8 Blinbc S^ier in 0lot§." 



,,Do^ l^at bcr 'gert geleltet 
3l^m fcIBji ben imn ♦&uf, 

5)amlt gu unf 'ten D|>ren 
erton' fein ^llferuf." 



„2)'rum fel bir nun gefrroc^cn 
2)ag Urt^ell i?om ©erid^t: 

©aS aiof gu ^jftcgen, wcrbe 
aSon ie^t bit jbenge g3flid^t." 



„28ir fetter atetwotten 
©'to6 ttjac^en, ba^ fein 8fle(]^t 

2)em ormen, tlinben ^iete 
ffli^i wieber werb* gef^wad^t." 
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„ 2)0(3^ bu mSgfl biefl Bebenfen: 

(Sd if! ein ^uge; welc^^ed 
2lu(]^ bag ©el^elmjie jlel^t;" 



,;Unb fcS^aMt au(3^ fetne ©lode 
!Dem 9lt(^ter an bad O^r^ 

©er ©eufjcT be« SBebrfingten, 
®r jielflt gum «§erm eini)or." 
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A VISION. 

Night press'd upon my eyelids, 
My lips were seaFd with lead. 

My heart and brain stiff frozen — 
I lay among the dead I 



How long I cannot tell you 
Had I lain in slumbers deep ; 

When at my grave, a knocking 
Awoke me from my sleep. 



" Wilt thou not rise, my Henry ? 

" The eternal day breaks on, 
" The dead have all arisen, — 

" The imbounded joy 's begun ! " 
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" My love, I cannot rise yet ; 

« I stiU am bHnd, for O ! 
" My eyes, with constant weeping, 

" Are quite worn out, you know ! 



** Henry ! with my kisses 

" Thine eyes I '11 free from night; 

'^ And thou shalt see the angels, 
" And all the heavenly light 1" 



" My love, I cannot rise yet, 
" For still I 'm bleeding sore, 

" Where thou with one unkind word, 
" Didst wound my heart's deep core." 



" I 'U gently lay, O Henry ! 

" My hand upon thy heart; 
" And then *t will bleed no longer, 

" I '11 heal its bitter smart." 
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" My love, I cannot rise yet ! 

" My head is bleeding too, 
" Where the ball I shot went through it, 

" As I was torn from you." 



" With my long tresses, Henry, 
" I *11 fill the bleeding wound; 

** And stop the flowing blood- stream, 
'* And make thy dear head sound ! *' 



She pray'd so soft, so loving. 
Resistance was in vain ; 

I tried to rise, and follow 
My gentle love again. 



Then all my deep wounds open'd. 

The stream of blood wild broke, 
Erom head and heart warm gushing; 

Wheji sudden — I awoke! 

From H. Heine. 



169 



(Sin Sraum* 

fSla(bi IflS awf tnclnen 9lugen/ 
SBIel lag auf melncm SKunb, 

SKlt jianem «&itn unb "Setjen 
Sag id^ im ©raSeggrunb. 



SBle lang fann i^ nl^t fageti, 
Daf i(!^ geWafen l^aB' ; 

3^ wad^te auf unb 1^6tte 
SBie'd :|)0(^te an mein @ra6. 



„SBl«jl bu nl^t aufjlel^n, «einrl(^? 

©er ew'ge 3!ag ir^t an, 
©le Sobten flnb erjionben, 

SMe ew'gcSujibegann?" 
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2)^ein 8ic6, i^ fann nid^t aufflcl^n, 
93in ia no^ immer blinb; 

^nx^ SBeinen metne ^ugeti 
©fingtiti^ erlof^en flnb. 



„ 3^ ttjltt bit fuffen, «§cinrid^, 
aSom 2luge fort bie Sla^t ; 

©ie @ngel fottjl bu f^auen, 
Unb au^ beS «§immete 3Jrac6t." 



SKeitt fiieb, i(^ fann nid^t aufjiel^tt, 
0lod^ Hutef 8 immerfort, 

SBo bu in'8 ^erj mi^ jiat^efl 
SKit einen fvi^'gcn SBort'. 



„ ®attj Icife leg' i^, ^dnxi^, 
Sir meine »&anb aup8 «&erg;] 

iDann n?irb c8 nid^t mcl^r Wuten, 
©e^cllt ifl M feln ©d^merj." 
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SRein fiie6, i^ fann nic^t aufflel^ti/ 
& Blutet au(3^ mein «&au)}t ; 

«&a(' ia ]^tnein9ef(]^offen/ 
^18 bu mit iQutbefl gerauBt. 



,, S^it tneinen &o(fen> ^mxi^, 

Unb brdng' guru(f ben Slutflrom, 
Unb mad^e bein «&au:t)t gefunb/' 



60 Bat fo fanft, fo Ilebllc]^, 
3^ fonnt' ni^t irlberjiel^n; 

3d^ iQoUte mt(^ erfie^ett; 
Unb ju ber Sie^flen ge|)n. 



S)a tra^en auf bie SBunben, 
Sa ji&tgt mlt ttjUber SU^a^t 

5tuS «o^)f unb aSruji bet Slutjlrom, 
Unb fte)^ ! — i^ bin ernja^t. 
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THE CIRCASSIAN SLAVE. 

A Maiden young with fair hair flowing, 
Scarce cover'd with a linen white, 

Lies amidst other wares deep glowing 
In the bazaar, exposed to sight. 



Her slender form is modelled finely, 
Her eye inflamed with deepest fire ; 

And many a female gaze unkindly 
Is fix'd on her, with envy dire. 



Not far from her, deep wrapt and sunken. 
And gazing on her youthful charms, 

A young man stands, his fond eye drunken. 
Dressed as a slave, with folded arms. 
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The broker cries, ." Look here, ye buyers ! 

" From Caucasus, a lovely child ; 
" When saw you eyes with brighter fires, 

'' A form more fair, a face so mild ? 



" From head to. foot such beauties grace her, 
" That were I of Algiers the Dey, 

<< In my seraglio's list to place her« 
" Good twenty purses full I 'd pay I " 



The Mussulmans stand round in numbers 
And gaze upon that maid so fair, 

Each at her heavenly beauty wonders — 
A perfect angel all declare 1 



So fair a form of alabaster 

No Moslem house as yet can claim. 
" I offer fifty gold piastres ! " 

A Bashaw cries, with eyes of fiame. 
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" I will give sixty ! " says an Emir, 

Whose heart beat high vrithin his breast. 

" A hundred," says an Aga, ** look here, 
" I offer more than all the rest ! " 



" No," an Effendi calls, " believe me, 

" A hundred is too small a sum ; 
** I will give fifty more to have thee ; 

" Thou 'rt mine, young maiden — rise and come ! 
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" Not yetl " exclaims a Greek ; " my masters, 
" Those eyes, as bright as the gazelle, 

" Are worth two hundred gold piastres, 
" That everyone must know full well." 



" I bid four hundred golden pieces ! " 
A Muscovite's loud voice proclaims ; 

" That price this maiden fair releases, 
" So bidders all withdraw your claims." 
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And with rude grasp the Eussian taking 
The young Circassian by the hands, 

See how that youth, as if awaking. 
Soon by her side in fury stands. 



And cries, " Not yet, O Russian, hast thou 
'^ Obtained this maiden as thy slave ! 

" For know, a price for her I '11 bid now 
" Ten times as great as all you gave I " 



The maiden joyous, but still fearful. 
Starts as she hears that well loved tone; 

No music e'er seem'd half so cheerful 
As sounds her lover's voice — her own 1 



But see, with anger deeply burning, 
The Russian seize his yatagan. 

And cry " Your price ? " in fury turning, 
" You tawny dog from Daghistan ! ** 
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" Her freedom 1 " thunder'd the Circassian, 
With eyes that flam'd wild rage and hate; 

And sudden paleness seized each one 

Whose cheeks had burn'd and glow'd so late ; 



For, seel a poignard bright disclosing, 
He pierces through that virgin breast; 

The maiden sinks, her bright eyes closing, 
Clasped in his arms to endless rest. 



In vain each dagger bright now glances, 
No steel shall touch him but his own ; 

Long ere that angry troop advances. 
Both souls in joy to heaven had flown! 

From VoGL. 
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(Sin iunged Jllnb mlt (lonben «&aaren^ 
SSon vod^tn Sinnen faum Bebetf t; 

Stegt am Sajar, Bel anbern Saaren 
S)ie bed Sefd^auerd ^ug' beftedt. 



^x SteB if} f^Ian! unb e^enrnd^ig; 

3^r Slid entflammt )9on bunf(er ®Iut, 
S)ad man(^ ein SBeiberaug' ge^fi^ig 

Oluf bet ©efialt M a^db(^end ru^t. 



9ll(]^t fern t)on i^x, aU irie )?erfunfen 
3n il^^ver iungen dteije $rad(|t, 

(Sin Sungling fle^t^ bad ^uge ttun!en/ 
^o(f) in bet ®clat?en ntebet'n ^tati^t. 

N 
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Slufl ba ber SKdaiet: ©d^aut i^x Mn^tx, 
aSom Jtau!afu« ein l^oIbeS ^inb! 

©al^t ^nofren i^r, bie ^^Mtn^xti^tx, 
Unb gormeit/ bie glel^ biefen ftnb ? 



Son il^tet So^Te 6i8 jum ®d)citel 
3ji'« eine «§ouri8, wdr Ic^ Dai, 

3ti^ 0&Be jttjattjlg J?oHe SScutel 
5)a5 fie mit fd^m&d te baS ®erai. 



Do btdngen fl^ bie fTOufelmdnner 
SSoO SReugier ju bcm ^inb ^eran, 

Uttb uterra^t tuft man(^' ein tenner 
Cin Bunberfinb, Beim 5ll!oran ! 



®oI^ *6immel8BiIb au8 2lla6aper 
aSetf^Uefit no^ feineg SKoglimg ^an^, 

3d^ ge6e fiinfiig ©olb^jiafler 
aiuft ein (Ro»)ibf^i*®ajTi auft. 
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3d& gete f&nfjtg, tuft tin fdf)ltt 
(Smit; bem 'S »§crg Im SBufen fd^wott, 

Sin 9tga b'rauf; cin ieff' rcr 3«^I^t 
3ii l^ier, ble '^unbert madi* i^ KJottl 



SBaS l^unbcrt — l^unbert fftttf jig get' icJ^ 
®(^relt tin Sffenbl, glutl^erfaflt, 

5tuf, {unge ©Irne, fei gel^eBlg, 
S)u n?et§t nuH; toen jum <§ertn bu l^afl ! 



0lod^ tiid^tl ©in ©riet^e tuft bajwlfe^en 
SRo(3^ flel^t ll^r fern loon euren 3^1, 

Swet^unbett jlnb pit blefe ftlfd^en 
©ajeOenaugen nid^t ju ^leL 



aSletl^unbett ®oIbi)laflet 6iet^' i^ 
atuft eineS 3Ko8fowtten SWunb, 

Unb tnd}, i^x Steunbe, oKen, tietl^ i^, 
3l^t Ite^t'd ba6ei; and gutem ©tunb. 
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Unb ft^on erfa^t tntt xani)n Sit^Un 
iDer ^oStwtx bcr 3:f(]^er!ejfin «&attb, ' 

Z)a tritt l^erju tm StUi'o, bem fti^Ie(!^ten^ 
S)er Sunglmg, bet wie traumntb flanb. 



Unb tuft: <&alt ein, bu WtoSfovoxit 
So welt ttic^t teiti^t bed ©clat^cn ©d^wel^, 

JDctttt fur bic^ Mcid^e 3Wab(i^en Biet^e 
3(^ einen jel^nfa(^ gto^etn $tei@I 



9luff(^tett ba freubtg unb etfd^toifen 
S)ad S^dbc^en, n}ie t)om ^on Uii)btt 

©rfUngt i^t bod^, fo fuf njie ©locfen 
S)ed Sie^jlen ®timme/ bie {le l^5rt. 



Sod^ jtel^, f^on langt mit 3orne86e6en 
Det SWoSfroer na(^ bem Satagan 

Unb tuft: „ @o fpri{3^, waS wiOH bu geten 
S)u ttaunct «&unb ijon SDag^eflan." 
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,,„S)le {Jrcl^elt!"" bonnett ber Sfc^erfeffc, 
Slug bfffen 2tug' aSerberten fprul&t, 

Unb ^Iblfii^ Idgert SobtcnWaffe 
9luf leber ffBang' ble erjl geglul^t. 



Senn — fel^ti but(]^6ol^tt *oon feinem DotcJ^e 
Siegt {]^m im ^m ble fd^5ne Saji 

3um ®^red( ber Jldufer, ble auf folti^e 
Sntnjldlungdfcene ntd^t gefafit. 



aSol^l fittnfen tingS {ejt l^re SWeffer 
SHIelti ju fljjat, il^ti fd^redt f eln Srol^'n, 

@(3^on traf feln eig'ner ©tai^t ll^n Beffer, 
Unb SBeiber ©eeten j!nb entfloynl 
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THE MASTER DRAUGHT, 

In Huffelheim's low tavern 
ResoTinds a shout of glee ; 

T is a baron bold, who 's dnnking 
With his friends in company. 



Herr Damn is there, a toper 
Well known along the Rhine, 

And Sponheim 's there, and Strombein, 
Who dearly love their wine. 



But see, a stranger slowly 
Has entered in that room ; 

He looks both sad and weary — 
His brow oppress'd with gloom ! 
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His hair is white with sorrow, 
His garments tatter'd all; 

Aloof from those gaj topers, 
He sits close by the wall. 



But little do they heed him, 
That old and gloomy man ; 

Intent upon their wine caps 
They drink deep as they can. 



" My friends," cries out the baron. 

« Tis true, we love our wine, 
'' But let us add some wild prank 

" To pass away the time. 



'^ See here, this boot so monstrous, 
" It reaches to my knee, 

" This will I fiU with Rhine wine. 
'' As full as it can be ; 
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^^ And he who at one deep draught 
" Shall drain off every drop, 

" Shall be the lord of Waldeck 
" Before he leaves the spot ! 



" You know that once this castle 
*^ Had a master bold and true, 

" The noble Hans of Waldeck, 
" Who loved his wine like you ; 



" Now, as by drinking always 
'' He lost his lands, the fool I 

" So he who can drink deepest 
'^ O'er those same lands shall rule. 



" Then reach the wine I there *s plenty 
" To fill my boot quite full ; 

" Eemember— he who'd triumph 
" Must drain it at one pull I" 
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In wonder all sat gazing 
Upon that giant cup ; 

Not one of all those topers 
Would take the bold jest up. 



Herr Daum exclaim'd, '* That wine cup 
"May empty he who willl" 

And Sponheim answered, " Surely, 
'• The best of us 't would kill 1" 



Herr Strombein mutter'd slowly, 
" That draught is not for me; 

" Hans Waldeck might have drunk it, 
" And none on earth but he ! " 



Then, suddenly, the stranger 

Eush'd forward where they stood ; 

That monstrous boot, he seized it 
With powerful hands and good ; 
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And said, " You have guess'd rightly ; 

" He 'd dare that draught, I trow ; 
" For know that 't is that Waldeck 

" Who stands before you now!" 



Then to his mouth he lifted 
The boot without delay. 

And drank, and drank, till every 
Drop he 'd drank away. 



Now with what noise and triumph 

Was every corner full ; 
" By heaven !" cried out the baron, 

" That was a famous pull ! 



" But as I promised, truly 
" I '11 keep that promise mine ; 

" The castle, valiant toper, 
" Is now for ever thine ! " 
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The knight approach'd the baron, 
Whose hand he warmly pressed ; 

Then sudden falling backwards, 
For ever sank to rest. 



But with a smile expiring, 

He gazed around, and said, 
" That draught, my friends, my last one, 

" For wife and child I made I" 

From VoGL. 
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®er Wttifttttvnnl^ 

3u «&fiffel8]^elm in ber ©(^enfe 
(Srfd^atlt eln 8uflge6rau«, 

@8 ged^t mlt ben ©efellen 
®er ©augraf brin im «&au8. 



SBefannt am gatijen 3t^eln, 
Der ®))onl^elm imb ber ©ttomfierg, 
Die aud^ ni^t gram bem 3Bein. 



*S>o^ ffel^, au(3^ no(3^ ein ffrember 
$ritt ie^t jur ^hx ^imin, 

Der fi^elnt fein alfo fro^cr 
©efell ttjie flc ju fein. 
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(Srgraut {Inb feine ioStn, 
(Sax drmlt^ fein ©emanb, 

S)et fejt fl^, fern ben Qtd^txnt 
©anj l^tnten an bte SBanb. 



S)ie abet fi^mmert n^enig 
Der alte buP'te 9»ann, 

©ie fd^au'n nur in bte Se^er, 
@o tlef ein jebet !ann. 



jy 3^r ^ttxn," ruft nun ber ©augraf^ 
„ SBol^I munbet und ber 3!ranf ; 

S)o^ la^t bie 3eit und n?urjen 
Slu^ t^^t mlt einem ®d^wanC. 



„ ®el^t l^ier ben {Relterfiiefel/ 
dx ragt mtr (id an'd 'Setn^ 

S)en fuir ic^ (id jum Sianbe 
SSoIIauf mit eblem SBein.'' 
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„ Uttb von mlt etnem 3^9^ 
3^n leert bl8 auf beti ®runb, 

2)em fci baS ©ti^W^Ieln SBalbe* 
3u eigen In biefer ©tunb." 



„ 3^r voi^tf bag @^Io^ gel^Srte 
©nji elnem tfi^t'gm 'gerrn; 

©em 6iebern »&anS Jjon SBalbetf, 
3)et tranf njie ii)x fo gem." 



,, Unb well er'8 ^at ijettrunftu; 

Ser nlmmerfatte ©aud^, 
So foira bcr tejie Srinfer 

0ta(!^ i^m ftefommen and) J* 



„ ©'rum langt }e^t ju, tl^r «&emn, 
SeS SBeitt'S Iji voo\)l genug/' 

@o ruft bet ©augraf lad^enb/ 
„ @g gilt nut einen 3«g ^ " 



1 
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aSernjunbert fiant n>o^I 2tnc8 
©en riergen ©tiefel an, 

3)oti^ ttjagt i)Ott all ben Seti^ern 
<Si6) andi ni^t diner b'ran. 



©8 ruft «&err ®|ioun : ,, ben f&t^n 
8eer ou8, wet will unb mag I " 

©er (S^on^tim b'rauf: „3ti^ ttinfe 
©old^ 2Ka5 nl^t all mein Sog ! " 



'§etr @trom6erg fraut am Jlo^jfe : 
n ©en 3ug ben laff ' id^ fein, 

©en tl^ut wol^l ^anS ijon SBalbecf 
9luf blefer SBelt allein." 



©a l)l5ftli^ tritt ber ?5rembe 
3u il^nen tafd^ l^eran, 

Unb fa^t mit frdffgen »&(inben 
©en aiiefenfiiefel an. 
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S)aju l^at tx ben Sl^ut^ ; 
Denn voi% x^ bin ber 3BaIbetf, 
2)et ben ©efd^eib eu^ tl^ut." 



2)'rauf fe|t er ol^ne ®dumen 
S)en @tiefel an ben S^unb, 

Unb ttlnf t — unb trinft 6i« biefer 
©eleert 610 auf ben ®i:unb* 



^a, votlfii ©eldrm unb 3uBeI 
Sr^dt nun ba bad ^an^ ! 

,, 5)a0 iji eln 3ug, 6eim ©e^et I " 
®o tuft bee ©augraf au0. 



ff ©o(^ njie i(]^*0 f)ah* ^tx\pxt>^m 
©oirs aud^ ge^alten fetu/ 

S)a0 ©ti^Iofl, bu ttjacf'm 3e^er, 
Sji nun fur immer bein." 
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5)a briitft ber alte SRitter 
S)ed ©rafen $anb gar n?arm, 

5)antt o6cr fln!t cr i)I5|Ild^ 
fDed^ 0lAA{len in ben (Srm. 



Unb te(J^eIt tm aSerfc^clben 

0loti^ all bie ^nbern an : 
„I)en Stun! i^r *&ert'n/ ben f)aV Id^ 

8fftr SffielB nnb ilinb getl^an ! " 
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THE MAD GRENADIER. 

A Grenadier with longing heart 
Has left the gloomy North, 

To seek his native France again, 
Once more he wanders forth. 



A shot which in the Russian wars 
Had struck his old grey head, 

Had left the veteran for his life 
Half-witted it was said. 



And thus he reach'd his native shore, 

A cripple old and sick ; 
His rusty musket in his hand, 

His bundle on his stick. 
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He seeks the house of those he loved, 
But, O how dark and bare 1 

All, all lie in the cold churchyard. 
No living soul is there ! 



Deserted stands that cottage now. 
Not one will venture near; 

For pale disease has raged within, 
And all keep back in fear. 



Bui to the old man's wandering brain, 
It seems, that near the door 

Flis aged mother at her wheel, 
Sits spinning as before. 



His wife — the baby in her arms. 
Sinks joyous on his breast; 

Her pains and sorrows over now. 
Her fears and cares at rest ! 
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His faithful dog springs up and barks, 

And tries his joy to tell. 
How happy does the old man feel, 

To find them aU so well ! 



And soon beside them all he sits. 
His heart so full and warm; 

He asks no greater bliss below — 
He fears no further harm ! 



But soon the people round perceive 
With sorrow and with pain, 

That madness long had seized upon 
That poor old soldier's brain. 



A man of skill, with pity fiU'd, 
To that lone cottage came; 

Nor did he rest till, by his care. 
He left him cured and sane. 
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A few short weeks had scarcely pass'd. 

Till, calm and tranquil, he 
Saw clearly, as in olden times, — 

His mind from madness free. 



But painfully the veteran old 

Gazed round on every side,— 
" O God ! what mischief have you wrought ? ' 

In agony, he cried. 



" Those whom in folly's trance I saw, 
*' Lie dead, and far from me. 

" Alas! what bitter suffering 'tis 
" From madness to be free I" 



Deep sorrow tore his aged breast. 

He long'd from life to part; 
His sense and reason were restored, — 

But broken was his heart ! 

From VoGL. 
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^et ioUe ©renatter* 

Slatf) ^anfxt\(i) aud bem 0iovl)en fam 

S)er alte ©rcnabier, 
3l^m l^at ber <Stf)n\\i^i tiefcr ®ram 

£)a0 JQtxi jertiffen fd^ier. 



@in ®(]^u^; ber i^n, am grauen «&au^t 

©ejirclft irn Sleu^cnlanb, 
^at, adi I bem SSeteran geraubt 

Qwx 'Salfifci^eib ben Serjlanb. 



@o fommt er nac^ bet Seine ©tranb, 
@in ^xnp)pH, flec^ unb alt, 

©ie roji'ge Slinte in ber «6anb, 
!Den Sunbel aufgef^naUt 
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®t ttltt in felner 8ic6en »&au8, 
O wf)f n?ie fd^ttarj unb Im, 

Sum Sfrlebl^of jogen bie l^lnauS, 
Se(t Aein'd ^on i^nen mefir. 



aSetdbet BlicB bie ^iitte flel^'n, 
SU^o^t Jteiner bort l^inein, 

SBeil fie bie ©euci^e au0etfe^'n 
Sum ®d^aut3la^ i^rer $etn. 



Doti^ anbetS fommt*8 bem ©renobier 

3n feiitet Sottl^eit ijor ; 
©ie olte ^niUx fle^t er l^ier 

^m Stoim raie gut)or. 



©eitt ©eiB, bo8 Jtleine auf bem 9trm, 
©ptinflt auf sjofl feP^er »uft 

Unb jlnft nun frel t)on otlem ^atm 
3^m ttjlebet an bie Sruji. 
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S)er ^unb feI6{l fpttngt an il^n l^ihati 
Unb jenrt il^n am ©etoanb; 

SBie ivol^I, tote wol^I il^m bad getl^an, 
!£)a^ er {ien?teber fanb! 



Unb freubig ju ben ©einen fe^t 

®er Ollte fl(^ foflleic^, 
®o ttjarm burd^glul^t; fo tief erg5|t, 

I)aS «&etj fo frol^ unb n?eld^. 



©ie Seute braujen fel^n il^m'8 an, 
Unb flnb gar fel^r gerul^rt, 

^^, ba$ ben armen alien S^ann 
2)er SBal^nflnn l^at Berul^rt. 



@^on nal^t eln Qlrgt sjott ebler »&afl 

S)em «^au3, wo iener njeilt/ 
2)er frart ni^t ©orge, gonnt nid^t 3laji: 

<S\^ mti)Xt 6iS er gel^eilt. 
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Unb fle^, nad^ wen'gen SBod^en ifl 
S)er SBal^nltnn f^oit J^ertannt, 

Unb flar fo trie in olter Sriji 
3jl wleber fein SScrjIanb. 



Do^ f^metjlld^ Btldt ber AricgetSmann 

«&erum nun in bem «&aud, 
„ O ® ott ! n?a8 l^att il^r mit fletl^an ! " 

9)uft er )[)er{tt?eifelnb and. 



,, !£)ie id^ in meinem 9Bal§n{lnn fal^ 
®inb tobt {e^t unb bal^in, 

Ql^; ba^ fol^' fd^Itmmed mir gefc^a^/ 
!£)a^ i(^ gene[en (in ! '* 



Unb gttmm unb grimmer fletd gerrei^t 
De8 Jlriegerd SruP ber ®^merg, 

@o gab bie ^^eilung il^m ben ©eifi, 
Soc^ adi, fie (ra^ fein <&erj. 
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THE RUSSIAN SENTINEL. 

Dark midnight reigns o'er mountain and o'er plain. 
The busy stir of life is hush'd again ; 
No sound is heard in castle, hut, or tower — 
Sleep over all has spread his soothing power. 

Within the palace of the Czar, alone 

The sentinel's firm step on marble stone 

Is heard, to wake the echoes of the hall, 

Where young and old are slumbering tranquil all. 

The soldier's watch was in the long arcade, 
Where slow his march monotonous he made 
Backwards and forwards, as the rules allow. 
To keep off slumber from his weary brow. 

His musket rattles in his hand so strong. 
His dangling sword clanks on the walls along, 
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As up and down he silent walks ; and then 
All round is quiet as the grave again. 

'Tis as if even time had stopp'd his flight, 
No sounding clock or bell breaks on the night ; 
Two distant lamps alone are flickering there 
To light the passage with their ghostly glare. 

The soldier thinks on all his heart holds dear — 
On Olga — to his eye there starts a tear — 
There, in her hut on far Ladoga's shore 
She waits for him» her heart from longing sore- 
He thinks, with fresh awaking courage, then 
On war and the Circassian strife again, 
And how, triumphant, happy, honoured, he 
Hopes still one day his love again to see ! 

And as he thus the future paints so bright, 
In rays of happiness and glory's light — 
Hark ! does he hear far off a stifled sound ? 
No, no ; the silent night still reigns around. 



204 

It sounds again, still louder and more near — 
The warrior listens with an anxious ear ; 
It is no idle fancy mocks him now, 
For louder still the sounds, and nearer, grow. 

" How strange ! " the soldier thinks, and walks along. 
" God knows what in the palace now goes wrong ! 
" But what 's to me their nightly revelry, 
" My post is here as sentinel to stay ; 

'^ And to keep guard, the soldier's law commands^ 
" Till by the next patrol relieved he stands ; 
" And nought shall tear me from my duty here 
" Until the watchword sounds upon my ear." 

The warrior murmurs thus ; but still the sound 
Grows louder, waking all the echoes round ; 
'Tis from the church it comes. What can it be ? 
There through the window glares a light ; O see ! 

And suddenly the palace trembling shakes ; 
With noise of thundering storm the whole house 
quakes. 
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And bright flames through the -windows paint the 

ivalls; 
" O God, 'tis fire! " the soldier madly calls. 

" Yes, yes, it is ; for now I loudly hear 

'' The fire- bell calling help from far and near ; 

" Within the church's nave it burns, I see 

'^ The flames burst through the windows fiiriously. 

" Perdition ! at my post I now must stay 
" Until the next patrol shall pass this way — 
" O that they came I" The door bursts open wide, 
They're flying wildly now on every side. 

The priests in haste the church's treasures bear, 
Housed by the bright flames fix)m their nightly prayer ; 
The sacred vessels from the raging fire 
To save by flight, is now their sole desire. 

Before the sentinel they all rush by, 
And wildly scream, in passing, " Haste and fly ! 
" The flames are following — soon 'twill be too late 
" For thee, alas ! to 'scape a dreadful fate." 
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'* Fly from my post ? No, never! here I '11 stand." 
He grasp'd his musket in his strong firm hand ; 
But wild and wilder in the midnight hour. 
Still glow the flames with all-destroying power. 



An aged priest in robes appears in sight. 
His visage pale, his flowing hair all white. 
He calls th« warrior, "Fly! you still can save 
" Your life by flight from such a fearful grave. 
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" Away, thou tempter ! " thunders loud the man. 
While, passing on, the aged priest still ran ; 
Now through the passage rush the flames with might. 
The soldier shudders at the awful sight. 

The bishop rushing past, with warning tone, 
Cries, " Soldier, fly ! why stay'st thou here alone ? 
" There 's nothing now to guard before this door, 
" Thy idle standing serves no purpose more." 

But he replies, " O no ; whilst I have breath 

" My post I *11 hold, though threaten'd e'en with death ! 
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** A solemn oath has bound me here to stay, 

" The emperor's throne would tempt me not away. 

" So give a blessing quickly, and then pass, 
" Before the flames have seized us both, alas ! " 
The warrior speaks, then sinks upon his knees : 
The bishop stands half doubting what he sees. 

He views, with wonder, kneeling at his feet, 
That man prepared his destiny to meet 
With such high courage — but the moments fly; 
There is no time to waste — the flames are nigh. 

And glowing in the fire reflected red. 
The bishop lays his hand upon that head — 
" God and His holy angels be with thee I " 
Then from the threatening danger turns to flee. 

Now wild, and ever wilder, onwards came 
Along the passage the unsparing flame ; 
And all is madly tumbled, crack'd, and hurl'd, 
As if it were the ruin of the world. 
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Aloft around the window, coils and glows 
The fiery serpent ; then it madly throws 
All fetters off, and hissing, winds and plays 
Past him who, waiting death, thus tranquil stays. 

And he, low murmuring as in earnest prayer. 
One word still whispers — aU his heart is there — 
That word is " Olga." Though it reach'd no ear. 
She must have felt it who now lost him here. 

And, far around, destruction, horror spread — 
All fly with terror from that place of dread. 
But firm and upright still, as on parade. 
In smoke and flames the undaunted soldier staid. 

Now crashing with a deafening, thundering sound. 
The roof falls in, destroying all aroimd ; 
Spreads ruins, beams, and stones o'er every part. 
And buries deep a strong and manly heart ! 

From VoGi., 
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(£0 lifflt bie SKittcrna^t auf aSetg unb glut, 
aSerfd^oUen Iji beS Se6en6 regc @!()ur, 
Aetn Saut erfc^aUt in >&&tte unb ^aOafl 
mWxaU ^dlt bet ©d^Iaf nun felne aiap. 

3m Siareufd^Ioffe brd'^nt uut noc^ allein 
©er SBa^e Jlritt auf fliattem aWarSeljieln 
3)« eing'ge ©ti^aO, bet no<3^ ein @d^o wetft, 
©onfi ®ro^ unb StUin auf njeld^em ^ful^l gejlredt. 

einfJnnlg aitx fti^reltct bet ©olbat 
S)et iufl im SBogengang bie SBa^e i)ai, 
^ixtai, l^inan, n?ie'd il^m bie $fli(^t etlau6t, 
S)en ®C^laf }u njel^ten )9on bent mitben <&au))t. 

Sefet flittt bie ??linte in be8 ©tatfen «anb, 
2)et ®d6el an bet Seite jlteift bie 3Banb, 

p 
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SBie er fo fd&teltet fd^tvcigfam auf unb ai, 
Unb wleber jHtfe wirb'8 aK wie Im ®xai. 

3|1'8 bo<3^ al6 fcl getannt bie fliid^f Qe 3clt, 
C8 jl^rt feitt ©(j^Iag ber U^r bie (ginfamfeit, 
Qmi feme Santfien ^atfefti nttx utteiit 
Sen (Sang Beleud^tenb mit,fleft)enp!gem ®c2^ein. 

Da benft njol^I ber ©olbat an bief wnb iaf# 
2tn Dig a, bie, faji wirb ba8 9(ug' x^m na% 
3m fernen <&utt^en am £(a)ogaf«e 
3e|t feiner ^attt im namenlofim 9Be^ 

Danti benft er njieber, wnb fein SRutl^ xtm^t, 
9ln $ulJ3erbam))f unb an %\^nh^m\Ci)la^t, 
Unb wie al8 ©ieger ftot; unb l^od^geelj^rt, 
3m Slug er l^lm guifciner Siefiften ifeirt. 

Unb wie er fo.bie Kinji'ge 3eit M map, 
aSom ©Ifid be« JRul^meg unb beg Sieg'0 umfhral^rt, 
^ord^auf/ erbra^nf 3 ba ni&jt ganj feme, fo^t ? 
Stid^t bo(3^, nja3 foHte brfil^non il^ier gur SRa^t ? 
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!£)o<^ ivteber br5^nf 8 unb tauter aU in^ox, 
Q^ l^ord^t ber Arieger mlt gef))anntem Oi^r*; 
0lein, nein, eg dffte bief mal i^n feln ffial^n, 
^enn immer tauter fi^allt'd ;u il^m l^eran. 

@tu fettfatn I)tng! ;,®o benft fid^ ber ®otbat; 
SBeip ®ott; toad ii^or bad SSoi! im Sd^toffe l^at, 
S)0(]^ toad au(^ fi^mmert miti^ il^r 9la(j^t))talflr, 
^Id SBai^e ftel^' i<^ auf bem $open l^er/' 

;,Unb ben }u l^ittl^U; ]^elf<^t bie Ariegerd $f^i(^t/ 
SB18 „3l60eI5^'' gu iJjim ble Olunbe f»xri<^t, 
Unb toal^tttti^ (IS gef^rod)en ni(j^t bie^ Sort, 
Sringt bon bem $ta^ an^ mi<^ fein Seufel fort/' 

®o (rummt ber jtrieger, bod^ ber n^trre ®^aQ 
(Snoedet tauter fletd ben S&iberldalK, 
SSom 2)om baneBen fommf 6, »ad mag'd nur fein ? 
®iel^', burcS^ ble Sender, ml(if ein gretter ®^in\ 

!Da ))t5^tt<^ jitterf d bur<^ bad dbe ^aud, 
aSon unteU; s>Un, gellt'd »ie ©tumtgefiraud, 
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Unb fllutl^eQ bur(3^ bie ©d^citen malf bie SBanb, 
"SBeim ew'flen ®ott, c3 petit bag ®^Io§ im SBranbl" 

,;3a ia, fo iji'«/ Won l^eulct burc^ bie 2uft 
©le Seuergtode, bie nad) •gulfe tuft, 
3m ©ti^lff bet Stix^t brennfS, fd^on njerb' i^ tiax 
Sutd^'g jjenjier, ^urm unb fflamme bort genjol^r!" 

"aSetbammtl 3^ fann ijom $ojien l^ler nld^t fort, 
®l« ml(3^ ber iPfIl(^t entBanb ber 9lunbe SBort, 
«&a bafi (le fame! — «&or^ ba fxa(i)t ba8 S^or 
ID'caud btdngt In wllber Slud^t ed fld^ ^nt>ox. 

S)le ^oi3^)en ftnb eg, mlt bem JUrd^getdtl^' 
!Dle aufgefti^eu^t t>mx SSranbe Im ®e6et]^' 
dla(i) Stettung fu(^en t)or bet gtlmmen ®Iut 
SD^lt taf(j^em J^uf , fiir bag geivell^te ®ut. 

Unb an bet SBacJ^e fiiitjen jie tJotSel/ 
„„^t{llel^e tufen jle mlt wlttem ©d^tel, 
Die Slamme folgt ung auf bem Sup In «&afl, 
I ^Ud^t me^t enfommji bu fonji bem f(^llmmen ®ajl ! " '* 
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„®ntfKe^'n— loom ^ojien?— 0lun unb nimmerme^r!" 
Sluft ber ©olbat unb fagt an feln ®tvott)t, . 
2)0^ wilb unb njilber brSl^net, l^allt unb fdfcatlt 
S)ed Seuerd aa^ernt(]^tenbe ©en^alt. 

Da nal^t ein grclfcr SJitefier Im iJalar 
Dad ^ntlil ®^nee, im Sriug bad wei^e JQaax, 
Det ruft gum ,Rtieger: „„5liel^e ba'0 no^ 3cit, 
Slnx tafd^e Slud^t, bic3^ nod^ Jjom ^ob befrel't!"" 

„^inweg SSerfu^et!" bonnett bet ©olbat, 
Unb welter flle^t ber ®rei0, bod; (le^', fd^on l^at 
DeS ffeuerS Tl\xH) ben SBogengang erreld^t, 
Der Jlrleger jlel^t'g unb felne ©ang' IrBleld^t. 

Da ^(irgt ber $if^of fetter iefet ^er^n, 
////Srort ba ®oIbat/ n^ad milft bu n^d^ aUein 
«6ier gttt'8 ni^td gu (en^ad^en mel^r^ ^inn?eg; 
Deln mfifjlg ©tel^'n iji l^ier i)on feinem 3n?e(I!"" 

Der a6er: ^^Serr, wad immer mid; Bebroftt, 
aSom $o|len barf Ic^ nid^t unb galf d ben 3;ob, 
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Cd (inbet mi^ ein (Sib an biefen $Iaft 

Unb ber gilt gleid^ bed Jtatferd (epem ®d&a^^' 

;,S)'rum 0e6t mlr nur ben ®egen uni^erweilt, 
Seijor ble Slamme Beibe unS eretit ! " 
3)er J&ieget ^rid^t'g unb jlnft ii>or i^m auf *8 Stnit, 
!£)en SBif(]^of a(er fa^f d, et mi^ ni^t voU. 

S^it ©taunen anb 9em)unb'rnng l^dngt fein Slid 
^m SttitQtt, ber bad gra^Ud^jte ®(\(bii, 
mt fol^em 9Rutl^ etn?attet/ bod^ ba ifi 
3u lang'rem ©dumen tteiter felne Srip. 

Unb angeglu^t ^om na(^gen:dl}ten Sranb' 
Segt auf fein ^avopt ber Sif^of i^m bie ^anb, 
„®ott fei mit bir unb feiner ^eirgen ©d^aar!"" 
Sann midjt au^ er ber brduenben ®efa^r. 

Unb tt)itb unb tmmcr wilber Bri^t l^eran 

Die fc^onungdlofe Slamme il^re f8af)n, 

es frad^t unb trfimmert, l)raffelt, pfirjt unb getlt, 

5ltg njdr'd ber Untergang ber ganjen SBelt. 
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®^on rlngelt jl(]^ gum ffenjler bort l^erauf 
S)ie Seuerfti^Iange mlt (el^enbem iau f 
3e|t wlnbet fie Jjon {ebet ^effel frel 
Bum ®i:a6))erfa(l'nen fd^naufienb {l(^ ^erbei. 

5)et aier ft)rl^t nod^, wle ein lelf * ©ebetl^ 
(Sin SQort/ bad tief il^m in bem «6erjen {iel^t, 
Da8 ffiort l&eigt: DIgrt,— l^dtt ed aud^ feln £)% 
Sie muf ed al^nem bie xfyn je^t i^erlor. 

Unb tingdum fullt SitxhtxUn, %o\> unb ®raud 
SO'^it alien ©d^reden bad l^erlaff 'ne «6aud, 
S)od^ fefl unb aufret^t, voit auf bet $arab' 
®te]^t nod^ in SDaud^ unb Slamme bet <SoIbat. 

!£)a gellet flnnietdubenb ein ®e{rad^ 
Sufammenfi^mettemb fiurjt bed >&aufed ^a^t 
Unb unter ®<^utt unb SBalfen, ®tein unb ®rj, 
SegtaBen liegt ein flatfed SRAnnevl^er). 
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THE BLEEDING HEART. 

" And hast thou then wounded so deeply my heart, 

" Thou beautiful maiden so dear ? 
" heal it again, love I but let it be soon, 

** 'Twill break else for sorrow, I fear I " 



But the maiden shook laughing her ringlets so fair, 
And said, " you poor foolish youth, 

" How can I your wishes fulfil, since you know 
" That I long since have pKghted my troth ? " 



^' And hast thou then lightly, and only in jest, 
" Thus wounded my heart? In return, 

" I pray that thy bosom, never may know 
'^ All the anguish with which I now burn I " 
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With heart sorely bleeding the youth rush'd away, 

His eye bitter weeping, he flew ; 
And wander'd through street afler street, till he came 

To the house of a doctor he knew. 



And when at the house he had quickly arrived, 

He said to the old man, " O cure 
*' My bleeding and suffering heart; for such pain 

" I no longer, alas ! can endure." 



The doctor replied, as he shook his gray head, 
" Poor boy, thou canst leave me alone ! 

'' Though remedies many for pains I have found, 
" For this one, alone, have I none ! " 



And once more the youth wander'd sadly away, 

So inwardly gloomy and dull ; 
He wander'd through street after street, till he came 

To the churchyard so quiet and full. 
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And as in {he cliurchyard he silently stood. 

The sexton was digging a grave i 
^^ O canst thou not heal my poor suffering heaart ? 

" O sexton, thy kind help I crave I*' 



Then he, sadly smiling, nods slowly his head^ 
And says, '' Just step in; there you^ll sefe^ 

" If I throw a few shovels of earth in, how soon 
" From your heartache and pain you'll be free I " 

From VoGL. 
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ICad blittettbe ^tv^. 

„ Unb l^afl bu i^emunbet me(n <6er} fo ttef/ 

!Du Tof!g aufBIft^enbe Sftaib, 
®o l^etr nttt'd arx(^ toleber, bod^ tl^u' ed (alb 

®onji 6rl<3^t e§ Jjor Innetm 8eib." 



!Dle a^alb a(e¥ f^&ttelt i^t (otfigted <6au^t 
Itnb Md^elt: ,,bu t^5tidjtet JlnaB'/ 

SBie follf i^ erfbOen bie SBitnfd^e bein, 
!£)a i^ Idng^ meinen Xreuen fd^on l^aS'/' 



;, Unb ]§a{l bu ju ®d^¥} obet JtuTjn^eil nut 

aJemunbet bad «6er}« tnein/ 
®o m5g' ed bod^ nie ttnb nimmetmel^t 

S)etnem ^^erjen \>ttffAUn fe^n 1 '' 
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aWit bcm Wutcnbcn •gcrgen cilt b'rauf ber Xxiah* 

Unb lueinenben 3lugen l^inaud; 
Unb ujanbelt bie ®traf e tool^I auf unb ai 

Sid er fommt {u bed %xiUn «&aud. 



Unb tt)ie er nun fommt ju bed ^rjten «&aud/ 

®o tritt er gum Sllten l^lneln 
Unb f!))rid^t : „ O ||eilt mir mein Hutenbed <&er j, 

Sflid^t Knger ertrag' i^ bie $eln." 



Der Slrgt aitx fc^fittelt fcin f^neeweif ed ^anpt 

Unb ft)ri^t: ,,2)u ormer Jlnat^ 
@o )}tel t^ aud^ SRittel^ f&t bie§ atietn 

«eln elngiged SWittel id^ l^a6\" 



Unb wiebet wanbelt ber StnaU fort/ 
3m Snncrn fo bCtfler unb graud^ 

®r tt?anbelt bie @traflen n^o^I auf unb ab, 
Sid er toimxt gu bent Sriebl^of l^inaud. 
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Unb ttjie tx b'taujen am Stlebl^of jicl^t, 
5)a graSt iuji bet ®rd6et eln ®xai, 

„ Stann^t bu mir ni^t l^ellen mein 6Iutenbed <6er}, 
D ®td6er ? " fo frdgt il^n ber ^mV. 



S)cr ©rdber, ttu6 Id(3^ctnb, nidt b'rauf mlt bcm 'ga^jt, 

Unb fprld^t : ,, Sritt immcr l^ercitt, 
3d^ leg' nut eltt paar ©^oufcl @rbe b'rauf/ 

2)a trltb bit getiolfen njol^l [ein." 
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A BURIAL. 

Dabs and gloojnj loiir the heavens, 
Clothed in winter's moumMgi:ey; 

Thick with snow the graveyard 's Gover'd. 
Hard with frost the slippery way. 



And four men are seen approaching. 
Carrying death's cold burthen there ; 

From the hospital a coffin 

With a maiden young and fair. 



No procession follows afber, 
Only blasts of wind and snow, 

Blowing coldly on the bearers, 
Therefore do they hurry so. 
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Now the lonely spot 's before them, 
Where the grave lies ready made. 

And the earth falls dull and heavy •— 
Harshly sounds the sexton's spade. 



And the men depart, not even 
The old sezton ertays behind ; 

Nought but the dry winter branches 
Rustling in the cold north wind. 



Miles away from that lone churchyard, 
Sits an old and sickly man ; 

Sits down bent and feebly trembling, 
White his hair, his visage wan — 



But his heart is glad within hwy 

As his trembling accents say ^ 
" Though I 'm lonely, my young daughter 

" Now lives happy far away I ** 

From VoGL. 
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iSiu j^egrabttif* 

SKit bem afd^enflelb bet Xxamx 
3fl bet <&immel angetl^an, 

©d^nee 6ebetft ble gtiebl^ofemauer 
Unb €d jiarrt Im ^op ber 5PIan. 



Unb Jjlet fKdnnet naifn bem «&alne 
SKit be0 3:obe8 falter Sajl, 

Sragenb etne SlRagb tm ®(]^reine 
Die im ©pittel Ip erWapt. 



Jlein ©eleite folgt ber Sal^re, 
ffbix ber Sturm fegt fiinterl^er, 

SBraufenb burc^ ber Slr&^er «&aare; 
S'rum wol eilen bie fo fel^r. 
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@nblid^ ftnb fie an ber ©tette, 
©d^on bie ®ru6e jlel^t Berelt, 

0Uebetfotlert'd bum^f unb fd^nelle, 
Unb ed flirrt bed ®xabtx^ ©c^eit. 



Unb bte 2^5nner gel^en wieber, 
Slud^ ber ®ra6er Kpt ben Drt:— 

9lur ben burren Sriebl^ofSfReber 
©^uttert noc^ ber raul^e 0lorb. — 



STOellenweit \?cn jenem ©rate 
9l6er fl^t eln jtec^er ©relS, 

©ifet gefrummt an feinem ©tafie, 
mi^ bie SBang', bie ©d^eitel wei^. 



®o(3^ bag «§erj ijon 8uji burd^brungen 
3u6elt ber in freub'gem STOutl^ t 

" ® el^t'8 bo(3^ meiner fd^Snen jungen 
Softer In ber JJerne gut ! " — 
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THE REVENGE. 

The bondsman has murder'd his knight so true. 
For the slave wish'd to be a noble too — 

He *s murdered him in the dark wood's shade. 
And deep in the Bhine his body he 's laid. 

He has clothed himself in the armour bright, 
And mounted the horse of the murdered knight. 

But as over the bridge he would ride, O see ! 
How the courser prances to shake himself free ! 

With the golden spurs as he strikes in his side, 
One plunge — and he sinks in the foaming tide ! 

With arm and with foot he struggles — but, lo I 
The heavy armour has dragg'd him below! 

From Uhlakd, 
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Ser Jtne^t l^at erjtod^en ben ebeln »&erru, 
Ser Jlne(^t wdr' felber cln (Ritter gem. 

<Sr l^at il^n txfto^tn im bunfein <&ain 
Unb ben 8el6 \?er[enfet im tlefen 8l^etn. 

t&at angeleget bie 9l&|lung Uant, 

^uf bed ^erren Stop flc^ gefc^wungen franf . 

Unb atS er ^rengen will lifter ble SBtfttf , 
!£)a flu^et bad Stop unb Bdumt fid^ jurfitf* 

Unb aid et bie golbnen ®))oren i^m gab, 
Da f(]^Ieubert'd il^n njilb in ben ©trom f^ltiai. 

STOit %xm, mit ffuf er rubert unb rlngt, 
©er fd^njere $anjer li^n nleberjwlngt. 
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DECEPTION. 

Do you see those two high mountains 

That so close together lie. 
Gazing at them from a distance 

As but one they strike the eye ; 
But they 're widely cleft asunder 

From the summit to the base, 
Many a precipice and chasm 

Yawns in that dividing space. 

And like those two mountains is it 

With my happiness and me, 
He who does not see me closely^ 

Thinks me happy, gay and free ; 
But who deeply, truly knows me. 

And can read within my heart, 
Sees, alas ! what depths of sorrow 

Hold my soul from joy apart ! 

From Seidl. 
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@e^t ii)x bort ble fceibcn ®crge, 

SBie fte bajie^n eng lueretnt, 
Daf 6eim erfien S3U(! bad ^uge 

@inen nut ju [d^fau'n ))ermeint ? 
S)anad^ {Inb fte fheng gefc^ieben 

SSon bem Sfu^e bid ^um 3o(^ ; 
SRan(!^e Aluft mtt mand^en ®(!^I(inben 

©Signet {tvif(!^en S9eiben nod^. 

®e^t, ttjlc blcfen Sergen gcl^t e« 

S^^einem ®Iu(! unb meinem 3^/ 
aSer inicJ^ flud^tig fie^t, tjon aBeitem/ 

SBdl^nt bad ®lxxd gebannt an mic^. 
aSer mlr abet In bie 3!iefen 

aWeiner ©eeTe 6U(ft, erfennt 
SBcl^e tiefe Jlluft bet ©d^metjcn 

!0{eln ®tmiit^ ^orn ©lude ttennt. 
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THE INNKEEPER'S DAUGHTER. 

Three students cross'd over the Rhine's flowing stream. 
And enter'd a tavern where oft they 'd all been. 

" Good hostess, pray have you good beer and wine ? 
" And where is your lovely daughter so fine?" 

" My beer and wine are cool and clear ; 
" My daughter, alas ! lies on the cold bier." 

And as they enter'd that chamber of gloom. 
Her pale form they saw prepared for the tomb. 

The first drew the veil from her face sad and slow, 
And gazed on her wildly with grief and with woe. 
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" Alas ! my fair maiden, why couldst thou not stay ? 
" My love would have cheered thee for many a long 
day! 

The next closed the veil o'er her form once again, 
And wept as he drew back with sorrow and pain. 

" O why, my sweet girl, dost thou lie on thy bier? 
" So fondly I *ve loved thee this many a year ! " 

The third once more tore from her form that white 

veil. 
And with anguish he kiss'd those sweet lips now so 

pale. 

" Long, long have I loved thee; I love still but thee I 
■** I '11 love thee sweet maid in eternity ! " 

•From Uhland. 
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X)er SBitt^ttt Sod^terleitt* 

@g jogen btel SBurfi^e wo^I u6er ben JRl^ein, 
Sel einer Stou ®irt:^in, ba fei^rten j!e ein^ 

„gtau SBlrtl^inl l^at jle gut ®ier unb SBein? 
5Bo l^at jle if)x f(3^5ne8 Jra^terlein?" 

„ STOein Sier unb 3Beln iji frifd^ unb flat, 
SC^ein S5d^tcriein llegt auf ber S^obtenfeal^r." 

Unb ate jle ttaten gut Jlammer l^inein, 
Sa lag fie in elnem fd^warjen ©d^rein. 

©er erjie, ber f^Iug ben ©cS^Ieier jurucf 
Unb f(^aute fie an mit traurigem s8Ktf : 
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„ %<ii I lefctcji bu no(^, bu fd^5ne OTolb I 
3(3^ wurbe bi(i^ lieBen Joon biefet S^lt*" 

Dcr gweite berfte ben S^Ieiet gu, 
Unb fel^rte fid^ a6 unb treinte baju: 

;, Qtd^ ! ba^ bu liegjl auf ber 3!obtcnBal^r I 
3d^ l^a6' bl(i^ geliefiet fo manc^cS Sal^r," 

Der britte \jvA x^n trieber fogleiti^, 
Unb fu^te fie an ben 3Wunb fo 6Iei^ : 

„ ©i(i^ Kebf i(!^ immer, bid^ IleB' id^ nod^ l^eut, 
Unb wetbe bid^ lieBen in ©njigfeit,'' 
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EARLY TEAES. 

Happt he whose early pathway 
Was not still with roses strew'd ; 

Happy he whose spring of lifetime 
Pass'd not without tempests rude. 



Happy who some wholesome suffering 
Drank e'en at his mother's breast; 

O so rich does sorrow make us. 
And so poor all joy and rest ! 



Do not speak of sadden'd childhood, 
Or of bliss that could not last; 

Do not gaze with tearful eyelids 
On the happy time that *s past ! 
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Could we learn to feel for others 
Had we not of pain our part ? 

Could we learn to prize our treasures. 
Or our riches, or our heart ? 



How should we have learnt endurance? 

Learnt to praj with our last breath ? 
Learnt to hope, believe, and suffer — 

Love until the hour of death ? 



Let us, then, enwreath with roses 

Earlj childhood^s quiet grave; 
Happj to whom God above us 

Soon the tears of sorrow gave I 

From MOSENTHAL. 
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Sellg, von in feiner Sugcnb 
Sfll^t auf lautcr 9lo[en lag, 

<BAiQ, bcjTen erjler Sru^^litig 
0li^t cltt einj'fler grul^linggtaQ. 



©elig, wem ble l^cirge ©orge 
Sdugte an ber SWuttcttruil/ 

5l(^ fo xd^ ma^t unS bag Sclben 
Urn fo arm W^t un8 bie Sufi. 



aflebe nid;t Jjon truBer Sugenb 
Sprlc^ nlc^it i)on entbel^rtem ©lucE 

SBIitfe nl^t mit fcue^ten 2lu9cn 
3n ble [ci^njutc 3elt iuriicf. 
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•&&tten voir benn ffft^Ien lernen 
Z)t)m unf rer Jlinbl^cit ©ti^mer j ? 

«&&tten n?tr benn fti^&^en lernen 
Unfern fllei^t^um — unfer •§erj ? 



«&fitten wir ben tragen letnen, 
Setl^en lernen In ber fflotf), 

«&offen lernen, ®tau6en lernen, 
SieBen lernen Bid jum Sob? 



S)rum Ia$ und mit Siofen !r5nen 
Unfrer JKnb^eit fru^eS ®ra6. 

©elig, wem bie »&anb t)on o6en 
Sfriil^/ ble l^eH'gen Sl^rdnen gab. 
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SONG. 

The ocean spreading far and wide, 
In evening's last rajs shone; 

We sat in a lone fisher-hut, 
All silent and alone. 



The heavens lowered, the waters rose. 
Wild birds flew to and fro. 

And from thy lovely pensive eyes 
Sad tears began to flow. 



I saw them fall on that fair hand. 
And knelt before thy form; 

Thy tears with passion's fever'd haste 
I drank them in still warm ! 
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But since that hour I languish faint; 

My soul for longing dies ! 
Oh ! it was poison, and not tears, 

That fell from those loved eyes! 

From H. Hkine. 
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S)ag SKeet erglanjte weit ^inauS 

3m Ie|lctt 9l6eubf^eittej 
ffiJir faf en am einfamcn SJif^erl^aug, 

9Bir fa^en flumm unb aUeine. 



Ser SleBel ftieg, bag SBajTer f^woU, 
Sie aWosje fllog i)in unb wleber; 

2lu8 beincn Slugen, IlebeijoD, 
JJieten ble 3!]^rdneit nieber. 



3^ fa^ {le fallen auf beine-%inb, 
Unb 6in auf 8 Jtnie^gefunfenj 

3(3^ l^aB ijon belner wei^en ^^anb 
SDic 3!^rdnen fortgettuSln. 
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®eit Jcner ©tunbe ijerjc^rt ^^ mcin Mi, 
Die Seele jiirtt i?or ©el^nen ; — 

m&) f)at baS unglucfferge OBelb 
aSerglftet mlt listen S^rdnen. 
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THE MAY BREEZES. 

When the May breezes blow, 
The snow melts all around. 

And the blue violets raise 

Their sweet heads above ground. 



And the birds which have slept 
Through the winter so drear. 

Now fill all the woods 

With their songs gay and clear. 



When the sweet roses blow 
Tis the time to be blest — 

*Tis the season when love 
Takes his seat in the breast ! 
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The roses bloom lovely 
And fresh every year; 

But love only comes once 
This cold life to cheer. 



The spring returns yearly 
When winter 's away — 

But man, in this world, has 
But one month of May ! 



The swallows fly forth 

And return as before — 
But man, once departed, 

Comes back never more ! 

From Klesheih. 
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»« SWailttftetl. 

^an'^ sTOalluftcrl n>d^t 

3'gel^t in SBalt) brauji bd ©^nee, 
2)a ^e6tt bl Hau'n aJcigcrltt 

S5^opfetIttauf b'«&ol^; 



Unb b' 2Mflerln, bo tf^Iaf n l^am 

Dut^ b' aSinterSjeit, 
D5 TOctn wlbet munter, 

Unb flngcn »ott Steub', 



Unb Mfial^n dma^I b' SfloS'n 
30 '8 *er j nimmer triaB, 

Sen b' aiofn*3eit, 18 d 
So 3elt ffir b6 Sia^; 
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mx V (Horn b5 mai)'n 
®^6n frlf^ alii Sal^r; 

ai6d b' Sla6 Wual^t nur dma^l 
Unb na^d id gar. 



Seb'fi Sal^r !ummt bd ??tual^ting; 

30 SBinter Jjortel^, 
S)d S^enft^ al6d ^at nur 

Slndngig'ttSKai; 



S6 @<t}xcdibtxln fliagn furt, 

©0 f5 giagn wiber l^er, 
fflwc bd SPtenfdb, wan bet furtjiagt, 

S)et fummt SiJimmet mif)x\ 
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THE BIRD. 

A Bird once wish'd the world to see. 
He thought with wonders fiU'd 'twould be ; 
He left his wood, but ere a year. 
Behold him back again appear. 



The other songsters, eager now, 
Perch round on every branch and bough, 
And wonder, as they chattering sing, 
What news from foreign lands he *11 bring. 



** My friends," the bird began to speak, 
'* Tis vain in other lands to seek; 
" For man and beast are everywhere 
" Exactly what we find them here ! 
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** The trees in every grove are green, 
*' And blue the sky is always seen ; 
** The roses still blow red and white— 
" One God pours out on all his light ! 



" Since, then, we 're destined to be shot, 
" Ne*er let us leave our native spot; 
** Why should we from this wild wood roam ? 
" *Tis better far to die at home ! " 

From Klesheim, 
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91 555getl m5(3^t b6 Sremb getn feg'n, 
3BaT8 tndttt, baf bottn ffiunber tff^egn, 
gSerlaf t'n SBalb unb feinl 9dm—, 
Unb nati^ an Sal^r — fummt'8 wiebct ^dm! 



©'j!Bolbi)5getIn l^at f^o b'9leugier gPotft, 
®d f)am fl af eal^nri ?ijiln g^*f)oii, 
Unb l^am Ba aufpd^t/ n^ad n?ol^l iper'n 
a3on SSogetl au8 ba ?5remb Olffd l^dr'n. 



©0 '0 935gerl fagt: „68 ltt'8 enf g'wif, 
aBan'8 mdnt'8, baS Drauji'n OtnberS 18, 
eg fan b5 2;?en[^n unb b5 S^ier 
2)raufi in bd Stemb dfirat voia l^ier. 
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@rean fan b5 ^dm in {ebet 2lu, 
a «&tmml ber id {i6raK (lau; 
UeivaH (lital^n b'9l5derln toeif ttnb rot^, 
Unb iitrall ]^am*d ben gleid^n ® ott ! 



SBdl mir fd^o gu'n Ddf*iaf n offbt'tt, 
©0 fott'n md ba erfd^offn wcr'n, 
3n unfern SBalb, ouf unfrl S3dm, 
Denn '« fllrtt {I dm SBc|in bo— Dd^dm!" 
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THE LIGHTNING. 



I. 



Far around the spreading waters, 

Dark the heavens with clouds oppressed, 

All the elements wild raging, 

White with foam the ocean's breast. 

Vainly steers the anxious sailor 
In the dark and gloomy night. 

Not a star appears above him — 
Not one ray to aid his sight. 

Lo ! a sudden flash of lightning. 
Bright and dazzling lights the air ! 

But that stream of fire from heaven 
The sailor's feeble eye can't bear. 
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Uselessly the storm has sent him 
Light to make his way more clear, 

Darkness falls once more around him 
Ere he 's found the port so near. 



11. 

r 

By his side, another vessel 

In the storm's wild rage is tossM ; 

Threaten'd likewise with destruction, 
Near the self-same rocky coast. 

And the steersman at the rudder 
Long had stood, and vainly gazed. 

Till the forked lightning's flashes. 

Through the dark clouds wildly blazed. 

But his watchful eye undazzled. 
That bright ray exulting hails. 

And the coast so near he reaches — 
Safely in the harbour sails I 
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111. 

So on life's dark stormy ocean * 

Oft a flash of joy will stream 
For a moment on the boatman. 

Offering him a saving beam I 

But the hardy sailor, only, 

Seizes, profits by the ray ; 
See the feeble-minded yonder. 

Blinded, lets it pass away 1 

From LiiTROW. 
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S)er ^li$. 



I. 



SUngSum nut ein welteS SBajfer, 
©d^ttatg bet •glmntel, ttotfenfd^ttet, 

SCButl^enrttannt ble (ilemente, 
®cl^auntl6ebe(ft bad n)Ct|le SJ^eet. 

iJtud^tloS piett beg S^iffetS 9lugc 

3tt ble bunHe SBujienna^t, 
So t||m nit^t bad fleinjie ®tetn^en 

0lld^t eitt Stta^l bet ^offnung lati^t. 

®tel^ I ba indt bet SBIi^ l^etniebet 
Unb UhvL(i)Ut Menbenb l^etl; 

5)o(J& bed ©^iffetd f^jfil^enb 5luae 
Sanb ben ffeuetjital^I ju gteH. 
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Un6enu(et MieB bte Seud^te 
SDie bet ©turmgott ai^t^djidt, 

fDijXit baf mtt fetner «6i)itfe 
®r ben nal^en ^Jort erMitf t. 



11. 

3^m gut ©eite treibt im ©turme 
9BtIb Setvegt ein anbred ®^iff/ 

3(u^ (ebto^t ^om Untergange 
Slaf) benfelSen gelfenrlff. 

Unb bet S^dl^rmann ^at am Suge 
Sang t)erge6end audgelugt 

SBiS bie Sfeuerf^Iange jifd^enb 
^ud bet SBoIfe nieberjudCt. 

JDod^ feln 2tuge l^afd^t tel^enbe 
ffla^ bem gtetten SBetterfd^ein, 

Unb erf^d^t bte na^e Jtufle 
©egelt in ben <&afen ein. 
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III. 

®o burd^SIifet beg Se6cn6 ©turmnaci^t 
Oft tin SBctterjhaM ^on ©lucf, 

®iet]^et flti^ gum tveuen Sootfen 
0lur fur einen 5lugen6li(f . 

SlBet nur ber fu^ne ©eglcr 
Sa^t, begrelft, tenufeet i^n, 

©d^eui t)on feincm SSIitf geMenbct 
8d^t ber Jtleingeifi i^n eutpie^n. 
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GRETCHEN'S SONG 
AT THE SPINNING WHEEL. 

FROM" FAUST. »* 

Mt rest is gone, 

My heart is sore; 
I '11 find it O never. 

And nevermore ! 



Where I have not him 
The grave I see, 

The world entire 
Is lost to me. 



Mj brain, alas ! 

Is whirling round; 
Mj head and sense 

No longer sound. 
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My rest is gone, 
My heart is sore ; 

I 'U find it never, 
And never more I 



On him alone 
I gaze at eve; 

For him alone 
The house I leave. 



His stately walk, 

His noble form, 
His mouth's sweet smile. 

His look so warm. 



His speech so full 
Of magic bliss, 

His tender grasp — 
And O his kiss I 
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My rest is gone, 
My heart is spre; 

I '11 ftnd it ^ever, 
And never more ! 



My bosom bums 
To be his own; 

O could I press him, 
And hold him long ! 



And kiss him so 
Aq I desirfi ; 

And in bis w»rw 
EffibJpa(?Q expire J 

From GrOETHE. 
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eretd^ett^ Sieb am <Zpittuvate. 

STOelne ^ulji' ip l^ln, 

3ti^ ftnDe jle nlmmer 
Itnb nimmermel^r. 



SGBo id& i^n nld^t 1)aV 
3fl mir bad ®xQb, 
Die flanje aSelt 
3{l mir t>n&m. 



SSein artner Jtol^f 
3ii mir t^mUit, 

a^ein atmer ®tnn 
3fi mir gerjiudt.; 
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gRcine 8lu^' Iji ^in, 
STOeitt «6erj ijl [^wer; 

3^ fittbe fie nimmer 
Unb ttimmerme^r. 



Sum ffenjier l^inauS, 
gia^ ll^m ttur ge:&' id^ 



©eltt Ifiol^er ®ang, 
©eitt eble ©ejialt, 

©elneS fKunbeS Sa^eln, 
©elnet Slugen ©crralt, 



Unb felnet 0lebe 

3au6erfluf/ 
®ein J&finbebrutf, 

Unb a(]^ fetn Jtup ! 



_k. 
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fTOelne 8»ufi' ijl l^ln, 
SWein »&erg iji fd^wer 

3(3& finbe jlc nimmei: 
Uttb nimmermcl^r. 

fTOeitt SBufen btfingt 
®i(3^ na^ [^m l^in. 

a^ biirft' f^ faJTcn 
Unb l^alten i^n ! 



Unb ffiffett il^n 

®o voit i^ vooUV, 
9tn feincn Jlujfen 
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UNSHED TEARS. 

Once I believed that tears alone 
'Gould tell of sorrow deep; 

O blessM those whose eyes overflow! 
Within my heart I weep. 



And many think me calm, because 

My cheek unwet appears; 
The happy ones I they never knew 

The pain of imshed tears I 

Frora Mosenthal. 
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^aV einfl wle aHe SBcIt gemetnt 

^ol^l bem, bet mtt ben ^lugeit vomt, 
3d^ n)etne mtt bent ^^erjen. 

3Beil tvotfen 6IelBt meln 9tngefld;t 
SDild^ aJiele rul^ig wci^nen, 

©le ©Ifitflid^en I fie fennen nid^t 
2)ie STOarter — trotfne 3:i^rdnen. 
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REPOSE, 

As the tree, in noonday's quiet, 
Stands so motionless above. 

Whilst amongst its leaves and branches 
Thousand living beings move ; 

So an outward calm has fallen 
After sufferings deep on me; 

But within my heart, so burning, 
Worlds are moving, wild and free. 

Wishes, thoughts, and ardent longings. 
Dreams of bliss and ecstasy. 

Whilst my features are as quiet 
As the leaves upon the tree. 
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SBie ber Saum in a^lttagSf^roMc 

aflu^ig jie^t, unb \xnUmQt, 
%itx ilc^ in feinem Saute 

Xaufenbfae^eS Seben regt. 

©0 l^at jlc:^ na^ langen ©^merjcn 
Sleu^'rc JRu^ mir gugefetlt 3 

5l6er ticf in l^elf en «&erjen 
aiegt p^ eine ganje ®elt. 

aS&nfcfie flnb e8 unb ©ebanfen 
©liil^enb ©el^nen, wilbet Xxanm ; 

S)o(^ fo jiumm jlnb meine 3^9^ 
ffiie fein SSIatt jlcf; ru^rt am SBaum. 
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THE CAUSE OF DEATH. 

The trees are all budding and blooming, 

One only is leafless and bare ; 
With fruit it was laden in Autumn, 

Now withered and dry it stands there. 

what can have caused it to wither ? 
The Winter was mild, and not long ! 

And why did that tree die so quickly, 
That late seemed so verdant and strong? 

1 '11 tell thee the cause which, in dying. 

It gently to me did impart; 
A poisonous worm, in its lifetime, 
Had gnawed at its innermost heart I 

From Zerboni. 
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Sobe^dtitttb. 

68 griinett unb Wul^en ble Sdume, 
sRur einer jlc^t Hdtteriofi bort ; 

3m »eet6jie, ba trug ct no^ 8fnicJ^te, 
9luu l^ «r i)crw<Kt unb ijetbont. 

SBaS mag nut bem SBaumc njol^l fel^Ien ; 

5)et aSlnter wot lau {a, unb linb, 
ffiBarum erjior* benn auf einmal 

®er fraftlgc 9Baum fo ge[(^tt>mb ? 

3(!^; fonnte e6 eu(^ tcol^I erja^len, 
(Sr l^at e8 mir jtertenb gcfagt: 

(58 l^at an bem innerjien ScBcn 
(Sin glftlger SBurm i^n jetnagt. 
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THE ROSE. 

Could T bring this lovely rose, 

Maiden dear, to tliee» 
Fresh as here it blooms and grows, 

How happy would I be I 



But before I backwards roam 
The weary miles I Ve pass'd. 

All its beauties will be flown — 
Not long the roses last ! 



Lovers ne'er should further stray 
From the dear one fair, 

Than the rose so fresh and gay 
All glowing they can bear. 
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Or further than the nightingale 

Seeks straws to build her nest; 
Or, borne upon the evening gale. 

Her song floats from the west ! 

From Lenau. 
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Siefc mofc pfiM [^ f)kx 
3n ber fremben Serne 

2lcte0 gWdbd^en, bit, a^ blr 
SBrdd^t i^ fie fo gernci 



SDod^ (id t(^ ju bit mag gie^n 

SSiele njeite a^eilen, 
2jl ble mofe langjl bal^in, 

S)enn ble 9lofen ellen. 



9ile [oH welter (l^ in'g 8anb 
SleF tjon Sle6e xoaqitn, 

9110 fl(^ Blu^enb in ber '&anb 
Sap t ble 8lofe rragen; 
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Obtr ali He EDa^tlgaa 
Valine fitingt jiim SJltflf, 

Otcr aid i^i fiigtt: S^aQ 
SBanbett mlt im ffitfit. 
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